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ADVERTISEMENT. 

1 HB Editor of this Collection has not much 
to say on the present occasion. Truth is 
seldom verbose : the truest things are most 
easily expressed in the shortest periods. 

. Poetry is an Art of which no liberal or 
cultivated mind can, or ou|^t to be, wholly 
ignorant. The pleasure which it gives, and 
indeed the necessity of knowing enough of it 
to mix in modem conversation, will evince 
the utility of the following Compilation, 
which offers, in a small compass, the very 
flower of English Poetxy, and in which care 
has been taken to select no^pij^di pieces 
as Innocence may read wftRout VRish , but 
such as will even tend to strengthen that 
Innocence. 



ADV£RnS£M£NT. 
VoLTMRE, speaking of the English Poets, 
gives them the prejference in moral pieces to 
those of any other nation 5 and, indeed, no 
Poets have better settled the bounds of Duty, 
or more precisely determined the ral^ for 
Conduct in Life than ours. 

In this little Collection the Reader, there- 
fore, may find the most exquisite pleasure, 
while he is at the same time learning the 
duties of life; and while he courts only En* 
tertainment, be deceived into Wisdom. 

. In a word, it b the peculiar property of 
PoBTRT to do good by stealth; to hide the 
thorny path of Instruction by covering it with 
flowers ;^gdi JlMuveriest Infidel in polite 
Leamin^Mttonmnething more than ahen* 
.doned, if he will not visit the Temple of 
Instruction when Pleasure leads the way to it. 

E.T. 
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MESSIAH. 
A SAQRED ECLOGUE. 



Tb NynplM of Solyma! begin the Mog: 
To bemTcnly themes sablimer strains belong. 
The mossy fomitains, and the sylran shades. 
The dreams of Pindns and th' Aonian maid^ 
Delight no more.^0 thoa my voice inspire 
Who tooch'd ImSmh'% hallow'd lips with ire I 

Rapt into fiiliire time^ the Bard Migan: 
A Virgin shall concdf e» a Virgin bear a soo I 
Worn Jesse's root- behold a branch aris^ 
Whose sacred flow'r with fragrance fills the sides I 
Th' ethertal Spirit o'er its ^**tfto^if^ 
And on its top descends the m§tk mm. 
Ye heavens ! from high the dewy nectar poor. 
And in soft silence died the kindly show'r ! 
The sick and weak the healing plant shall aid» 
Tnm itonM a AfHtm, end from heal a shade. 
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All crimes shall cease, and ancient fraud sbaU fall ; 
Returning Justice lift aloft her scale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend^ 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven descend. 
Swift fly the years, and rise th* expected mom ! 
Oh spring (o light, auspicious Babe ! be born. 
See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring. 
With all the incense of the breathing spruig : 
See lofty Lebanon his bead advance. 
See nodding forests on the mountains dance : 
See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon rise. 
And Carmel's flow*ry top perfumes the hkies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers , 
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears ! 
A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 
Tlie rocks proclaim th* approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending skies ! 
Sink down* je inountains ! and ye valleys, rise ! 
With heads dac^'d, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Be smooth, ye rocks ! ye rapid floods give way ! 
The Saviour coaici ! by ancient Bards foretold : 
Hear him, ye deaf ! and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thkfc4>l<M ihiU>parge the visual ray. 
And on the n^ltm ej«4»U pour the day : 
Tis he th' obftncted paths of sound shall clear. 
And bid new music charm the uniblding ear : 
The dumb stall siu^ the lome his crutch forego. 
And leap culting like the bounding roe. 



f^^^^^^^m 
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No sigh, no murmur the wide world shall hear. 
From ev'ry face, he wipes off ev*rj tear. 
In adamantine chains iball death be boiind> 
And hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal ivoiind» 
As the good shepherd tends liis fleecy care. 
Seeks freshest pasture, and the purest air> 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 
By day o'ersees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raises in his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms ; 
Thus shall mankind his guardian care engage, 
The promised father of the future age. 
No more shall nation against nation rise. 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes ; 
Nor fields with gleaming steel be cover*d o'er, 
Tlie brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend. 
And the broad faulchion in a plough-share end : 
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun ; 
Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield. 
And the same hand that sow'd, shall reap the field. 
The swain in barren deserts with •orprite 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden terdtore riie ; 
And starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murm'ring in his ear. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes. 
The green reed trembles, and the bnlnish nods; 
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Waste MHMly valleys, ouce perplex*d with thuni» 

The spiry fir end stately box adom ; 

To leafless shrubs the flow'riiig paUns succeed. 

And od'rotts myrtle to the noisome weed. 

The Iambs with wolves shall grace the verdant mead. 

And boys in^w'ry bands the tiger lead ; 

The steer and* lion at one crib shall meet. 

And harmless serpenu lick the pilgrim's feet 

The smiling infant in his hand shall take 

The crested basilisk and speckled snake, 

Pleas'd, the green lustre of their scales survey. 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 

Rise, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, rise ! 

Exalt thy tow'ry bead, and lift thy eyes ; 

See a long race thy spacious courts adom ; 

See future sons and daughters yet unborn# 

In crowding ranks on ev'ry side arise. 

Demanding life, impatient for the skies I 

See barb'rons nations at thy gate attend. 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temples bend ; 

See thy bright altars throng'd with prostrate kings. 

And heap'd with products of Sfibsean springs ! 

For thee Idume's spicy forests blow. 

And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

See heaven its sparkling portals wide display. 

And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 

No more the rising mm shall gild the mom. 

Nor eVning Cynthia fill her silver hora ', 
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But loft, dissolved in thy saperior nys. 
One tide of glory one nncloaded blaze 
O'erflow (hy courts : the IJght himself ahall shine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day he thine ! 
The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay^ 
Rocks iUl to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
But fix'd his word, Ikis saving power remains ; 
Thy realm for erer lasts, thy own MeMiah reigns * 



EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

A BALLAD. 

aY on. ooLDSMiTn. 

' * Tvnw, gentle Hermit of the dale. 
And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

« For here, forkmi and lost, I tread. 
With fainting steps and slow ; 
Where wiMs, imaeaittimUy sptead* 
Seem lengthening ■• I go." 

*' Forbear, my son," the Hermit cnet, 
" To tempt the da^erons gloom; 
For yonder phantom only flies. 
To Inre thee to thy doom. 
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His rifiiig cvei the Hennit spj*d» 
With aoiwering care opprett; 
« And whence, unh^ipy youth/' he cry*d, 
" The sorrowt o£ thy breait? 

" From better habitation spnm'd. 
Reluctant dost thou rove; 
Or grieve for friendship onretum'd. 
Or unregarded love ? 

" Aias4 the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay, 
And these who prise the paltry things. 
More trifling still than they. 

" And what is friendship but a name, 
A charm that lulls to sleep ; 
A shade that follows wealth or fame. 
And leaves the wretch to weep? 

" And love is still an emptier sound. 
The modem fair-one's jest. 
On earth unieeii« or only found 
To warm the turtle's nest 

<* For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush. 
And spurn thelbi," he said: 
But while he ipokc, a rismg hlush. 
His love4ofii gMst betray'd. 
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Sarprii'd he feet new beauties rise 
Swift iDMidiDg to die ntm. 

Like colours o'er the morning skies. 
As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the riung breast. 

Alternate spread alamisy 
The k>Tel J stranger stands confesT 

A maid in all her charms. 

" And, ah! forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn," she crj'd, 

" Whose feet nnhallow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and jou reside. 

** But let a maid di j pity share. 
Whom lore has taught to stray; 
Who seeks for rest, but finds dei^air 
CompanioD of her way. 

*> My fiithea liv'd beside the Tynt, 
A wealthy lord was he; 
And all his wealth was aafk'd as mine. 
He had but only me: 

" To win me from his tewler arau^ 
Unnumber'd aoilDn cuom; 
Who praii'd mt §ar imputed charms* 
Aiidfoil;ofliBi|ii*d,«i 
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" Each hoar a meiceiiuy crowd 
With richest proffers itroTe ; 
Among the rest joong Edwin bow'd. 
But never talk'd of love. 

" In humblest, simplest habit clad. 
No wealth nor power had he ; 
Wisdom and worth were all he had. 
But these were all to me. 

" The blossom opening to the day. 
The dews of heaven refia*dt 
Could nought of parity dbplay 
To emulate his nund. 

" The dew, the blossoms of the tree. 
With charms inconstant shine ; 
Their charms were his ; but, woe to me. 
Their constancy was mine. 

" For still I try'd each fickle art. 
Importunate and vain^ 
And, while hn punon tooch'd my heart, 
I triumphed in his pain: 



" Till quite dgected with my sooni^ 
He left me to isy pcide; 
And ioagbt a-aolitude fetlcn. 
In secret, where Iw died. 
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" B«t mine tbe aorrow, mine the fujlt. 
And well my life shall pej : 
1*11 seek the solitude he sought. 
And stretch me where he lay. 

" And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 
111 lay me down and die : 
Twas so for me that Edwin did» 
And so for him will L" 

" Forhid it. Heaven 1" the Hermit crj'd. 
And chup'd her to his breast : 
The wondering fair-one tam'd to chide, 
Twas Edwin's self that prest. 

" Turn, Angelina, ever dear. 
My efaarmer turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 
Bestor'd to love and thee. 



11 



" Thus let me'hold thee to my hcwt, 
Aifd ev'ry care resign ; 
And shall we aerer, never part 
M^ life— my all thAfs mine? 

" No, never from, this how to part* 
We'll live and love so true ; 
The sigh that rends thy coostaat hearty 
8I»U htmk thy Sdwia's too." 
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THE THREE WARNINGS. 
A TALE. 

BY MBS. PIOZZI. 

Ths tree of deepest root is found 
Least willing still to qnit the ground ; 
Twas tiberefbre said, by ancient sages» 

That love of life increas'd with jears 
So much, that in our latter stages. 
When pains grow sharp, and sickness rage% 

The greatest lore of life appears. 

This great affection to bvHeTe, 
Which all confess, but few perceive. 
If old assertions can't prerail. 
Be pleas'd to hear a modem tale. 

When sports went round, and all were gaj« 
On neighbour Dobson's wedding day. 
Death call'd aside the jocund groom 
With lum into another room, 
AoC kMkang grave, " You must," lays he» 
«r Qbityottr airwt bride, mid come with me .** 
" With yoal and quit my Susan's side! 
With youl" tfM haplem husband cry'd: 
** Young as I ml tiamonHMs haid! 
Besidei^ in trutK I'm aoC preptr'dt 
My thoiglts mi ctlMr matters go^ 
This ii my wedding Mgftl* yM knttw." 
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What more he aig'd I have not heard» 
Hb reMoni could not well be ttiooger; 

So Death the poor delinquent ipar'd* 
And left to live a little longer. 
Yet calling up a ■eriooi look. 
His hooi^flaM tfcnbled while he ipoke^ 
" Neighbour," he said, ** farewell: no uMoe 
Shall Death disturb your mirthful hoar; 
And forther to avoid all blame 
Of cruelty upon my name* 
To give you time for preparation. 
And Qt you for your future station, 
Tlire^ several Warnings shall you have. 
Before yon*je suaunon'd to the grmve: 
Willmg for on>e I'll quit my prey. 

And grant a kind reprieve : 
In hopes you'll haTO no more to my. 
But when I call again this way, 

WeU pleas'd the world wiU leave." 

To these c o n d itions both consented. 

And parted perfectly contented. 
• 

What next the hero of our tale befe|» 
How long he fiv'd, how wis^ how welt 
How roundly he purso*d his course. 
And smok'd hit pipe, and stiok'd his horse, 

The willii^ Mose shall tell: 
He cbafo'd then, he bonght; he soU, 
Nor onoe perceiv'd his gromag old. 
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' So eome aloog, no more we*U ptit:** 
He Mid, and touch'd hum with hit dart; 
And now old Bolwon, tumbg pele» 
Yields to his fate— lo ends mj tale. 



HYMN TO HUMANITY. 

■T Dm. LANOBOBNZ. 
1. 

Pa HINT of virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to sorrow's cry; 

If now the pity-streaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry ; 
Indulge my votive strain, O sweet Hnmanity ! 

S. 

Come, ever welcome, to my breast ! 

A tender, but a cheerftil, guest; 

Nor always in the gloomy cell 

Of life-consuming sorrow dwell; 

For sorrow, long indulged and slow. 

Is to Humanity a foe ; 

And grief, that makes the heart its prey. 

Wears sensibility away : 

Then comes, sweet nymph instead of thee. 

The gloomy fiend. Stupidity. 




I 

I 
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3. 
O may Thac liend be bwiuiiM far, ^^ 
Though paasions hold eternal war ! 
Nor ever let me cease to know 
The puke that throbs at joy or woe,; 
Nor let my Yacaiit cheek be dry. 
When sorrow fills a brother's eye ; 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows 
From private or from social woes, 
E'er make this pleasing sense depart? 
Ye Cares, O harden not my heart ! 

4. 

If the fair star of fortune smile. 
Let not its flattering power beguile. 
Nor, borne along the fav'ring tide. 
My full sails swell with floating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content. 
Remembering still it was but lent; 
To modest merit spread my store. 
Unbar my hospitable door ; 
Nor feed, with pomp, an idle traip. 
While Want unpitied pines in vain. 

5. 
If heaven, in every purpose wise. 
The envied lot of wealth denies; 
If doomed to drag life's painful load 
Through poverty's uneven road, 

C 
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And for the due bread of the daj. 
Destined to toil as well at pray ; 
To thee, Huniaiiity> still true» 
I'll wish the good I cannot do, 
. And give the wretch that passei bjr* 
A soothing word — a tear — a sigh. 

6 
Howe*er exalted or deprest, 
Be ever mine the feeling breast. 
From roe remove the stagnant mind 
Of languid indolence, reclin'd ; 
The soul that one long sabbath keeps, 
And through tlie sun's whole circle sleeps ; 
Dull peace, that dwells in folly's eye. 
And self-attending vanity. 
Alike the foolish and the vain 
Are strangers to the sense humane. 

7. 
O for that sympathetic glow 
Which ^ught the holy tear to flow. 
When the prophetic eye survey 'd 
Sion in future ashes laid ! 
Or, rais'd to heaven, implor'd the bread. 
That thousands in the desert fed ! 
Or, when the heart o'er friendship's grave 
Sigh'd and forgot its power to save, 
O for that sympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow ! 



^ "S ^^H.. 
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8. 
It comes: it fills my Ubooring breast; 
I feel my beating beart opprest. 
Oh ! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 
See her dim eye ! her aspect pale! 
To heaven she turns in deep despair, 
Her infants wonder at her prayer. 
And, mingling tears they know not why, 
lift up their little bands and cry. 
O God ! their moving sorrows see ! 
Support them, sweet Homanity ! 

9. 
Life, filPd with grief's distressful train* 
For ever asks the tear humane. 
Behold, in yon unconscious grove. 
The victims of ill-(ated love ; 
Heard you that agonizing throe P 
Sure this is not romantic woe ! 
The golden day of joy b o'er; 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Assist them, hearts from anguish free! 
Assist them, i weet Humanity ! 

10. 
Parent of Virtoe, if thine ear 

Attend not now to aorrow's cry; 
If now the pity-«treumng tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dfy \ 
Indulge my votive stnun^ O tweet Humanityf 
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THE NIGHTINGALE. 



A s Pbocbus darted forth his milder ray. 

And lengthening days confeas'd the shortening dav; 

To Tiber's banks repaired an am'rous swain. 

The love and envy of the neighb'riiig plain. 

To cool bis heat he sought the breezy grove : 

To cool his heat, but more tfie heat of love : 

To aootii his cares, on the soft lute he play*d : 

But the soft lute refreshed the lovely maid : 

Conspiring elms their umbrage shed arouud, 

Wav'd with applause, and listened to the sound. 

Sweet Philomel, the chorister of love. 

The mu&ical enchantress of the grove, 

Witli wonder heard th'e shepherd as he play*d^ 

And stole, attentive, to the tuneful sliade. 

Pcrch*d'o'er his head the silver syren sate. 

With envy burning, and with pride elate ; 

Ambitiously she lent a listening ear, 

Chann'd with the very sounds she dy*d to hear : 

Each note, each 'flowing accent of the song, 

She footli'd, and sweetenM with her softer tongue ; 

Gently refin*d each imitated strain. 

And paid him with his harmony again. 



i 
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The ihcpherd wondcr'd at the just replies. 

At first mistaken for the vocal breeze ; 

But when he found his little rival near 

Imbibing music both at eye and ear. 

With a 5ublimer touch he swept the lute, 

A summons to the musical disptite. 

The summons she receiv'd, resolv'd to try. 

And daring, warbled out a bold reply. 

Now sweetest thoughts the gentle swab intpiret 

And with a dying softness tune the lyre ; 

Echo the vernal music of the woods. 

Warble the murmurs of the falling floods. 

Thus sweet he sings, but sweetly sings in vain« 

For Philomela breathes a softer strain ; 

With easier art she modulates each note. 

More nat*ral music melting in her throat. 

Much he admired the magic of her tongue. 

But more to find his lute and harp outdone. 

And now to loftier airs he tunes the strings. 

And now to loftier airs his echo sings; 

Though loud as thunder, though as swift o* thought. 

She reach'd the swelling, caught the flying note; 

In trembling treble, now in solemn bass. 

She show'd how nature could his art surplus. 

Amax'd, at length ; with rage the shepherd bam*d, 

His admiration into anger tum'd ; 

Inflam'd, with emulating pride he stood. 

And thus defyM the charmer of the wood: 
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And Wilt tbou stiU my music imitate? 

Then see thy folly and thy task is great: 

For, know, more pow'rfiil lays remain unsung 

Lays far superior to thy mimic tongue. 

If not, this lute, this vanquishM lute, I swear. 

Shall never more delight the raWsh'd ear; 

But broke in scattered fragments strew the plain. 

And mourn the glories which it could not gain. 

He said, and as he said, hn soul on fire. 

With a disdainful air, he struck the lyre. 

Quick to the touch, the tides.of music flow. 

Swell into strength, ©r melt away in woe : 

Now raise the shrilling trumpet's clanging jar. 

And imitated thunders rouse the war : 

Now soft'ning rounds, and sadly-pleasing strains* 

Breathe out, the lover's joys, and lover's pains. 

He sung ; and eeas'd her rival notes to hear. 

As hb dy'd listening m the ambient air. 

But now, too late, her noble folly found. 

Sad Philomela stood subdu'd by sound : 

Though vanquished, yet with gen'rous ardour fiU'd, 

Ignobly StiU she scom*d to quit the field; 

But slowly faint her-plainiive accents flow, 

VVeaken*d with grief, and overcharg*d with woe. 

Again she tunes her voice, again she sings. 

Strains every nerve, and quivers on her wings; 

III vain her sinking spirits fade away. 

And in a tuneful ag«uy decay ; 
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Dying she fell, and u the strains expire. 
Breath 'd out her soul in anguish on the lyre ; 
DiasolT'd in transport, she resign'd her breath* 
And gain'd a living conquest by her death. 



DAY: A PASTORAL. 

BY CUNNINGHAM. 

MORNING, 
Cftrpc diem. HOR. 

1. 
In the bam the tenant cock. 

Close to Partlct perch'd on high. 
Briskly crows, (the shepherd's clock !) 

Jocund that the morning's nigh. 

2. 
Swiftly firom the mountain's brow. 

Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire ; 
And the peeping sun-beam now 

Paints with gold the tillage spire. 

3. 

Philomel forsakes the thorn. 

Plaintive where she prates at night. 
And the lark, to meet the mom. 

Soars beyond the shepherd's si^t. 
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4. 
From the low-roof 'd cottage ridge. 

See the chattering swallow spring ; 
Darting tlirough the one-arch'd bridge. 

Quick she dips her dappled wing. 
5. 
Now the pine-tree's waving lop 

Gently greets the morning gale : 
Kidlings now begin to crop 

Dabies on the dewy dale. 
6. 
From the balmy sweet, uncloy*d, 

(Restless till her task be done) 
Now the busy bee's employed 

Sipping dew before the sun. 
7. 
Trickling through the crevic*d rock, 

Where the limpid stream dbtills. 
Sweet refreshment waits the flock 

When 'tis sun-drove from the hills. 
8. 
Culin's for the promis*d corn 

(Ere the harvest hopes are ripe) 
Anxious; — whilst the huntsman's horn. 

Boldly sounding, drowns his pipe. 

9. 

Sweet, — O sweet, the warbling throng 

On the white embloasom'd spray ! 
Nature's universal song 

Echoes to the rising day. 
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NOON. 

10. 
Fervid on the glitt'ring flood 

Now the noontide radiance glows; 
Drooping o'er its infant bud. 

Not a dew-drop's left the rose. 

11. 
By the brook the shepherd dines, 

From the fierce meridian heat 

Shelter'd by the branching pines 

Pendent o'er his grassy seat. 

Now the flock forsakes the giade 
Where iincbeck'd the sun-beams fall ; 

Sure to find a pleasing shade 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 

13. 
Echo in her airy round, 

O'er the river, rock, and hill. 

Cannot catch a single sound. 

Save the clack of yonder mill. 

14. 
Cattle court the zephyrs bland, 

Where the streamlet wanders cool -, 

Or with languid silence stand 

Midway in the manhy pool 
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15. 
But from mouulain, dell, or stream. 

Not a fluttering zephyr springs ; 
Fearful lest the noontide beam 

Scorcli its soft, its silken wings. 

16. 
Not a leaf has leave to stir. 

Nature's lull'd — serene — and still! 
Quiet e'en the shepherd's cur, 

Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

17. 
Languid is the landscape round. 

Till the fresh-descendmg shower. 
Grateful to the thirsty ground. 

Raises evVy faibting flower. 

18. 
Now the hill — the hedge — is green. 
Now the warblers' throats in tune ; 
f Blithsoroe is the verdant scene, 

Brighten'd by the beams of Noon t 

Evening. 

19. 
0*xft the heath the heifer strays 

Free;— (the furrow'd task is done) 
Now the village windows blase, 

Buraiab*d by the setting son. 
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80. 
Now he sets behind the hill, 

Sinkiug from a golden sky ; 
Can the pencii*s mimic skill 

Copy the refulgent dye ? 

21. 
Trudging as the ploughmen go 

(To the smoking hamlet bound,) 
Giant-like their shadows grow, ' 

Lengthening o'er the level ground. 

22. 
Where the ri&ing forest spreads 

Shelter for the lordly dome. 
To their higli^iuilt airy beds 

Sec the rooks returning home. 

23. 
As the lark with vary'd tune 

Carols to the evening loud, 
Mark the mild resplendent moon 

Breaking tlirough a parted cloud ! 

24. 
Now the hermit howlet peeps 

From the bam or twisted brake; 
And the blue mist slowly creeps. 

Curling on the silver Ukt, 
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to. 
As the trouti in speckled pride. 

Playful from its bosom springs; 
To the banks a ruffled tide 

Verges in successive rings. 

26. 
Tripping through the silken grass, 

O'er the path-divided dale, 
Mark the rosc-coraplexion'd lass 

With her well-pois'd milking paiL 

27. 
Linnets with unnurober'd notes. 

And the cuckow bird with two. 
Tuning sweet their mellow tliroats 

Bid the setting sun adieu. 



HYMN. 

FROM Thomson's seasons. 

These, as they change. Almighty Father! these 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleasing Spring 
Thy beauty walks. Thy tenderness and love. 
Wide flush the fields; the softeJiing air is balm ; 
FiCho the mountains round ; the forest smile*; 
And e?ery sense and CTcry be«rt is joy. 
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Then comes Thy glory in the Summer-mouths, 
With light and heat refulgent. Theu Thy sun 
Shoots full perfection through the swelling year 
And oft' Thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks; 
And o(f at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow-whisperhig gales. 
Thy bounty shines in Autunm unconfin'd. 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In Winter awful Thou! with clouds and storms. 
Around Thee thrown, tempest o'er tempest roU'd, 
Majestic darkness! on the whirlwind's wing 
Riding sublime. Thou bidd'st the world adore. 
And humblest nature with thy northern blast. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divinev 
Deep felt, in these appear ! a simple train. 
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art. 
Such beauty and beneficence combhi'd ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, so soft'ning into shade; 
And all so fonning an harmonious whole, 
That, as they still succeed, they ravish still. 
But wandering oft', with brute-unconscious gaze, 
Man marks not Thee, marks not the mighty hand 
That, ever busy, wheels the silent spheres; 
Works in the secret deep ; shopts, streaming, thenca 
The fair profusion that o'crspreads the Spring; 
Flings from the sun direct the flaming day ; 
Feeds every creature; hurls the tempest forth; 
And, as oq earth this grateful change revolves. 
With transport touches all the springs of life. 
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Whether the blossom blows, the Summer nj 
Russets the plain, inspiring Autumn gleams. 
Or Winter rises in the blackening East, 
Be my tongue mute, my Fancy paint no more. 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat ! 

Should Fate command me to the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant barbarous climes. 
Rivers unknown to song, where, first the suu 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic isles, 'tis nought to me ; 
Since God is ever present, ever felt. 
In the void waste, as in the ci^ full ! 
And where he vital breathes tliere must be joy. 
When cv'n at last the solemn hour shall comCt 
And wing my myotic flight to future worlds, ^ 
I cheerful will obey ; there with new powers jT^ 
Will rising wonders sing. I cannot go 
Where Universal Love not smiles around. 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns. 
From seeming evil still educing good. 
And better thence again, and better still. 
In infinite progression. But I lose 
Myself in Him, in light Ineffable ; 
Come then, expressive Silence ! muse his praise. 
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EDWIN AND EMMiL 

nV DAVID MALLET, ESQ. , ' 

Mark it, Cesario. it h true and plain. 

The tpinstert and the knitters in the ran, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

Do asc to chaunt it. It Is silly sooth. 

And dallies with the innocence of love. 

Lake the old age. Shakespear's Twelfth Night. 

Far in the windings of a vale. 

Fast by a sheltering wood. 
The safe retreat of Health and Peace 

A humble cottage stood. 

«• 

There beauteous Emma floarish*d fair. 

Beneath a mother*8 eye, 
Whoie only wish on earth was now 

To see her blest, and die. ■ 



The softest blush that Nature spreads 

Gave colour to her cheek : 
Such orient colour smiles through heaven. 

When vernal roomingyi^ak. 

4. 

Nor let the pride of great ones scorn 

This charmer of the plains : 
That sun, who bids their d'mmond blaze. 

To paint our lily deigns. 
D 
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Long had she fillM each yoath with love. 

Each maiden with despair; 
And though by all a wonder own*d« 

Yet knew not she was fair. 



Till Edwin came, the pride of swains, 

A soul devoid of art ; 
And from whose eye, serenely mild. 

Shone forth the feeling heart. 

7. 
A mutual flame was quickly caught \ 

Was quickly too rcveal'd ; 
For neither bosom lodg'd a wish. 

That virtue keeps concealM. 

8. 
What happy hours of home-felt bliss 

Did love on both bestow ! 
But bliss too mighty long to last. 

Where fortune proves a iot. 



Ills sister, who, like Envy form'd, 
like her in mischief joy *d. 

To work them harm, with wicked skill. 
Each darker art employ 'd. 
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10. 
The &ther too, a sordid man. 

Who love nor pitj knew. 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 

From whence hit riches grew. 

11. 
Long bad he seen their secret flamei 

And saw it long unmov'd : 
Then with a father's frown at last 

Had sternly disapprov'd. 

i«. 

In Edwin's gentle heart, a war 

Of differing passions strove : 
His heart, that durst not disobey 

Yet could not cease to love. 

13. 
Deny*d her sight, he oil behind 

The spreading hawthorn crept. 
To snatch a glance, to mark the spot 

Where Emma walk'd and wept. 

14. 
Oft, too, on Stanmorc's wintry waste. 

Beneath the moonlight shade. 
In sighs to pour his soAen^d soul^ 

The midnight mourner stray 'd. 
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15. 



Hb cheek, where heslth with beaoty glow'd, 

A deadly pale o'ercast: 
So fades the fresh rose in its prime. 

Before the northern blast. 

16. 
The parents now, with late remorse. 

Hung o'er his dying bed ; 
And wearied Heaven witli fruitless vows. 

And fruitless^rrow shed. 

17. 
*' *Tis past !" he cry'd — " but if your souls 
Sweet Merey yet can move. 
Let these dim eyes once more behold 
What they must ever love!" 

18. 
She came; his cold hand softly touch*d. 

And bath'd witli many a tear; 
Fast falling o*er the primrose pale. 

So morning dews appear. 



19. 
But, oh ! his sister's jealous care 

(A cruel sister she) 
Forbade what Emma came to say ; 

" My Edwin! Jive for mc." 




I 
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20. 
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Now homeward as she hopeless wept 

The ehorch-yard path along. 
The blast blew cold, the dark owl screani'd 

Her lovers funeral song. 

21. 
Amid the falling gloom of night. 

Her startling fancy found 
In every bush his hovering shade. 

His groan in every sound. 



Alone, appall'd, thus had she passed . 

The visionary vale — 
When, lo ! the death-bell smote her ear. 

Sad-sounding in the gale ! 

23. 
Just then &he reached, with trembling step. 
Her aged mother's door — 
'* He's gone!" she cry*d: '* and I shall sec 
That angel-face no more ! 



24. 
•• I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
Beat high agaim>t my side — " 
From her white arm do^n sunk her head; 
She shiveriog, sigh*d, and died. 



1 
I 
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AN BWaUIRT 

AFTER HAPPINESS. 

BY MISS CAKTBH. 

The midnight moon serenely smiles 

0*cr nature's soft repose. 
No low'ring cloud obscures the sky. 

Nor ruffling tempest blows. 

Now ey*ry passion sinks to rest^ 
The throbbing heart lies still; 

And varying schemes of life no more 
Distract the lab*ring will. 

In silence hush'd, to Reason's voice ^tt^ 

Attends each mental pow*r ; 
Come, dear Emilia, and enjoy 

Reflection's favorite hour. 

Come; while the peaceful scene inrites. 
Let's search this ample round ; 

Where shall the lovely fleeting form 
Of Happiness be found? 

Doe3 it amidst the frolic niirtli 

Of gay assemblies dwell? 
Or hide beneath the solemn gloom 

That shades the hermit's cell? 



i 
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How oft the laughing brow of joy 

A sickening heart conceals! 
And througli the clobter's deep recess 

Invading sorrow steals. 

In vain through beauty, fortune, wit. 

The fugitive wc trace; 
It dwells not in the faithless smile 

That brightens Clodio's face. 

Perhaps the joy to these deny'd. 

The heart in friendship finds: 
Ah ! dear delusion, gay conceit 

Of visionary minds. 

• Howe'er our varying notions rove. 
Yet all agree in one. 
To place its being in some state 
At distance from our own. 

O blind to each indulgent aim 

Of powV, supremely wise> 
Who fancy Happiness in aught 

The hand of Heav'n denies f 

Vain are oliJce the joys we seek. 

And vain what we possess. 
Unless harmonious Reason toaet- 

The passions into peace. 
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To tempev'd wishes, jast desirei^ 
Is Happiness confined. 

And, deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The music of the mind. 



WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT, 



THUNDER STORM. 

BY THE SAME. 

Let coward Guilt, witli pallid Fear, 

To sheltering caverns fly. 
And justly dread the vengeful fate 

That thunders through the sky. 

Protected by that Hand, whose law 
The threat'ning storms obey. 

Intrepid Virtue smiles secure. 
As in the blase of day. 

In tlie thicic cloud's tremendous gloom 
The lightning's lurid glare. 

It views the same all-gracious Power 
That breathes the vernal air. 
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Thtougli nature*! ever*T»ying icenc. 

By diflTrent waji puf »a'd> 
The OTie eternal end ofHeav^n 

U nnlvend good. 

With tike beneficent effect 

O'er fluning ether gfam% 
Aj when it tunei the Jlnnefs Toke, 

Or bluBhes in the mse. 
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Bj Reason taught to scotn tho«e iwt 

TliBt vulgar mindi mole*t. 

Let no fantastic terrOTi hreak 

Mj deaf NarciBa^^v rest. 

Thj lire may atl the tend're«t ttrt 

Of Pfovidecice defend; 
And deJi;p.led arigcl^i round 

Their guardian wing^ extend; 

When, Ihmugh creation'* vast expanse. 
The last dre4d thunders roll. 

Untune the concord i*f the spberea, 
And ihaJce the tidbg soul; 

Uiuno¥*d may 'at thou the linal jtorm 

Of jarring worlds survey , 
Hiat uihers in the glad ferane 

Of cTcrluitiiig day. 




it SELECT POEMSw 

THE EVENING WALK. 

BY THB 8AMB. 

How sweet the calm of this seqiie8ter*d shore. 
Where ebbhig waters musically roll ; 

And solitude and silent eve restore 
The philosophic temper of the soul. 

Tlie sighing gale, whose murmurs lull to rest 

The busy tumult of declining day. 
To sympallietic quiet soothes the breast, 

And ev'ry wild emotion dies away. 

Farewell, the objects of diurnal care,. 

Your task be ended with the setting son; 
Let all be undisturb*d vacation here. 

While o'er yon wave ascends the peaceful moon. 

What beauteous visions o*cr the soften'd heart 
In this still moment all their charms diifase, 

Serener joys and brighter hopes impart. 

And cheer the soul with more than mortal views. 

Here faithful Mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs. 

She bids her fair ideal forms ascend. 
And quick to ev*ry gladden'd thought restores 

The social virtue and the absent friend. 
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ComCj^ •••••***, came, anil willi me share 
Tlie Aober p]e«siiiu of Una Mlemii «ceae; 
While no rade tempest cloads the raffled mtg 
!* But all, like thee, is smiling and serene. 

Come, while the cool, the solitary hours 
Each foolish care, and giddy wish control, 

With all thy soft. persuasion's wonted pow'rs. 
Beyond the stars transport my listening soul. 

2 Oft when the earth detained by empty show, 

T Thy voice has taught the trifler how to rise ! 

Taught her |to look with scorn on things below, 
f* And seek her better portion in the skies. 

A Come, and the sacred eloquence repeat: 

; The world shall vauish at its gentle sound, 

c- Angelic forms shall risit this retreat. 

And op'ning Heaven diffuse its glories round. 



I 



CONTEMPLATION. 

BY THE SAME. 

While wft through water, earth, and air. 

The vernal spirits rove. 
From nouy joys, and giddy crowds. 

To rural sceqes remove. 
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un snow» mn kU diaaVd, 
ADi1mib*d the bliiit'rtng gale^ 
Whil« frigTBtit ifphjni gently brealJia 
Along the dow^j viJet 

The Girclmg planets* cotiitbuit roundf 

The wiunj wajtes rep^r; 
And itiU, ftotii tecnporwy deathf 

Renew tlie verttmut jeai. 

Butt ah 1 iwben ODte our trsDucnt blaoiDf 

The ipring of life, h oVt, 
That rosy kuou take» iu flight, « 

And mutt Tetum no more* 

Yet judge hy Eeuon'i sober role*, 

Frum false opinion fi've^ 
And mark how little piloting ye«n 

Can steal from you ot me. 

Each moral pleasure of i3ie heftrt* 

Each laMiug charm of truth. 
Depends not on the giddy aid 

Of wild inc^unstant youth. 

The Tain coquet, whose empty pride 

A fading face ifuppUe^ 
May justly dread the vlntiy ^oom* 

Where bU ki gl^yiy <lic»* 
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]>aTe such a ruin to deplore. 

To fading forms confin'd : 
^or age nor wrioklet diacompose 

One feature of the mind. 

Amidst the universal change, 

Unconscioas of decay. 
It Tiews anniov'd, the scythe of Tune 

Sweep all besides away. 

Fixt oo its own eternal frame. 

Eternal are its joys : 
VThile, borne oo transitory wings. 

Each mortal pleasure flies. 

While ev'ry sbort-liv'd flow'r of sense 

Destructive years consume. 
Through Friendship's fair enchanting walks. 

Unfading myrtles bloom. 

Kor with the narrow bounds of time 

The beauteous prospect ends. 
But lengthened through the vale of death, 

To paradise extends. 
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THE STORY OF LAVINIA. 

FROM TIIOM803f*8 SEASOKi. 

Soon as the inoniing trembles o*er the akj. 
And, unperceiv'd, iiofolds the spreading day. 
Before the ripen*d field the reapers stuKl 
In fair array ; each by the lass he loves. 
To bear the rougher part« and mitigate* 
By nameless gentle offices, her toil. 
At once they stoop and swell the lusty iheMcs; 
While through their cheerful band the niral taU^ 
The rural scandal, and the rural jest. 
Fly harmless, to deceire the tedious time. 
And steal, unfelt, the sultry hours away. 
Behind the master walks* builds up the shocks. 
And, conscious, glancing oft on every ado 
His sated eye, feels his heart heave with joy. 
The gleaners spread around, and here and there. 
Spike after spike, their scanty harvest pick. 
Be put too narrow, husbandmen ! but fling 
From the full sheaf, with charitable stealth. 
The liberal handful. Think, oh, grateful, think 
How good the God of harvest b to you. 
Who pours abundance o'er your flowing fields; 
While these unhappy partners of your kind 
Widc^iover round you, like the fowls of beaveny 
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And ask their humble dole. The varioaa tuma 
Of fortune ponder; that your sons may want 
What now, with hard reluctance, faint ye give. 
The lorely young Lavinia once had fnendi» 
And fortune tmil'd deceitful on her birth : 
For, in her helpleat years depriv'd of all. 
Of every stay save Innocence and UcaTen* 
She with her widow'd mother, feeble, old. 
And poor, liv'd in a cottage, far retir'd 
Among the windings of a woody vale; 
By solitude and deep surrounding shades. 
But more by bashful modesty concealed. 
Together thus they shunn'd the cruel scorn 
Which Virtue, sunk to Poverty, would meet 
From giddy Faasiou and low-minded Pride; 
Almost on Nature's common bounty fed. 
Like the gay birds that sung them to repose 
Content, and careless of to-morrow's (are. 
Her form was fresher than the morning rose. 
When the dew wets its leaves; unstain'd and pure. 
As is the Uly or the mountain snow. 
The modest virtues mingled in her eyes. 
Still on the ground, dejected, darting all 
Their humid beams into the blooming flowers; 
Or when the moumlul tale her mother told. 
Of what her faitldess fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd b her jtbought, they, like the dewy star 
Of Evening, shone in tears. A native grace 
Sat (air pippoition'd on her polish'd limb^ 
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Veil'd in a simple robe, their best attire« 
Beyond the pomp of dress; for lorelinew 
Needs nut the foreign aid of ornament. 
But is, when unadorn'd, adorn'd the most. 
Thoughtless of l)eauty, she was beauty's aelf. 
Recluse aiuid the close embowering woods: 
As in the hollow breast of Apponine, 
Benbath the shelter of encircling hill4» 
A mynle rise^, far from human eye* 
And breathes its balmy fragrance o'er the 
So flourish'd, blooming, and unseen by all, 
Tlie sweet Lavuiia; till, at length, compell'd 
By strong Necessity's supreme command. 
With smiling Patience in her looks, 'she went 
To glean Palcnion*s fields. The pride of 
Palemon was! the generous, and the rich I 
Who led the rural life in all its joy 
And elegance, such as Arcadian song 
Transmits from ancient uncorruptcd tiroes. 
When tyrant custom had not shackled man. 
Bus free to follow nature was the mode. 
He tlicn, his fancy with Autumnal scenes 
Auiu>in<:, chaiicM beside his reapei^traiQ 
To v.alk, ulicn (Kior Lavinia drew his eye, 
I'nruuscious uf her power, and turning quick* 
With unaffevted blusfirs from hi* pa«e: 
He taw her charming, hut he saw not half 
The (harms her doN^ncast modesty conccal*d. 
Thut verv moment love and chaste desire 
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Sprung m hit b<Mom, to himself unknown; 
For sdU the world preTail'd, and its dread laugh. 
Which scarce the firm Philosopher can scorn. 
Should his heart own a gleaner in the field : 
And thus in secret to his soul he sigh'd ; 

" What pity 1 that so delicate a form. 
By beauty kindled, where enlivening sense. 
And more than vulgar goodness seem to dwell, 
Should be devoted to the rude embrace 
Of some indecent down ! She looks, methinlu,- 
Of old Acasto's line, and to my mind 
Beads that patron of my happy life. 
From whom my liberal fortune took its rise, 
Now to the dust gone down, his houses, lands, > 
And once fiur-tpreading family, dissolv'd. 
'Tb said, that in some lone obscure retreat, 
Urg'd by remembrance sad, and decent pride. 
Far from those scenes which knew their better days. 
Hit aged widow and his daughter live. 
Whom yet my fruitless search could never find. 
Romantic wish! would this the daughter were!** 

When, strict enquiring, from herself he found 
She was the same, the daughter of his friend. 
Of bountiful Acasto ; who can speak • 
The mingled passions that surpris'd his heart. 
And through his nerves in shivering transport ran I 
Then bhu'd his smother'd fiame, avow'd, and bold, 
1 10 he view*d htr, ardent, o*er and o*er, 
B 




so 
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Love, Gretitade, wad Pity, wept at < 
Confui'd, jnd frtgbten'd at bb tiidden tears. 
Her risiag besnties fl«sh*d a Ugber bloooi. 
As thus Pdenoo, pusiotimte, and jiut, 
Pour'd out the pioiu rapture of Ml loiil: 

" And art thoa then Acasto's dear remaiat? 
She, whom my rettlen gratitude has sovght 
So long in rain? O heavens! the very saqtc* 
The soften'd image of my noble fnend ; 
Alive his every look, his every feature. 
More elegantly tooch'd. Sweeter than spring I 
Thou sole surviving blossom firom the root 
That nourisb'd up my fortune ! Say, ah, where ! 
In what sequester'd desert, bast thou drawn 
The kindest aspect of delighted heaven? 
Into such beauty spread, and blown so fair. 
Though poverty's cold wind, and crashing rainy 
Beat keen and heavy on thy tender yean? 
O let me now into a richer soil 
Transplant thee safe ! where vernal sunt and show'rs 
Diffuse their warmest, largest influence ; 
And of my garden be the pride and joy ; 
It ill befits thee, oh it ill befits 
Acasto's daughter, his, whose open stores. 
Though vast, were little to his ampler heart. 
The father of a country, thus to pick 
The very refuse of those harvest-fields. 
Which from his bounteous friendship I enjoy ! 
Then throw that shameful pittance from thy hand, 
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But ill appl3r'd to sodi a nigged task ; 
The fields, the master, aU» my lair ! arc thine. 
If to the variMis blessings which thy house 
Has on me lavbh'd, thou wilt add that bhss. 
That dearest Bliss, the power of blessing thee ! 

Here ceas'd die yoath : jet stiU his speaking tyc 
Expressed the sacred triaDi|A of his soal. 
With conscious yirtne, gratitude, and love» 
AboTe the vulgar joy divinely rais'd. 
Nor waited he reply. Won by the charm 
Of goodness irresistible, and ail- 
In sweet disorder lost, she Unsh'd consent. 
The news immediate to her mother broaght. 
While, pierc'd with anxious thoaght, she pio'd away 
The lonely moments for Lavinia's fate ! 
Amas'd, and scarce believing what she heard, 
Joy seis'd her withered reins, and one bright gleam 
Of setting life shone on her evening hours: 
Not less enraptured than the happy pair; 
"Who flourished long in tender bliss, and rear'd 
A numerous offspring, lovely like themselves. 
And good, the grace of all the country roand. 

THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 

BY POPE. 

FATHcaofall! in evVy age 

In ev'ry clime adored. 
By saint, by savage, and by sage, 

Jehovah, Jove* or Lord ' 
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Thoa great first cause, least understood ; 

Wbo all mj sense confin'd 
To know but this^ that thou art good. 

And that myself am bUnd. 

Yet gave me, in this dark estate. 

To see the good from ill ; 
And, hiadiiig<fiature fast in fate. 

Left free the human will. 

What conscience dictates to be done* 

Or warns me not to do, 
This, teach me more than hell to shun. 

That mure than heaven pursue. 

What blessings thy free bounty ^ires. 

Let me not cast away ^ 
For God u paid when man receives, 

T' enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to cartli's contracted span 
Thy goodness let me bound. 

Or think ihee Lord alone of man. 
When thousand worlds are round : 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 

Presume thy bolts to throw. 
And deal damnaViou round the land 

On each I judge thy foe. 
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If I am right, thy grace impart, 

StUl in the right to stay; 
If I am wrong, oh teach my heart 

To find that better way. 

Save me alike from foolish pride, 

Or impioas discontent. 
At aught thy wisdom has deny'd. 

Or aught thy goodness lent. 

Teach me to feel another's woe. 

To hide the fault I see; 
That mercy I to others show. 

That merc|r show to me. 

Mean though I am, not wholly so. 
Since quicken'd by thy breath; 

O lead me wheresoe'er I go, 
Through this day's life or death. 

Thu day, be bread and peace my lot: 

AU else beneath the sun. 
Thou knew'st if best bestow'd or not. 

And let thy will be done. 

To thee, whose temple is all space. 

Whose altar, earth, sei^ skies ! 
OiM chorus let all beings raise! 

All nature's iocense rise ! 
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A FATHERS ADVICE 



Ta Kit lOH. 



Where mid-daj iun Ka* »eLdaia sbcii>r/ 
Or noi^ tlie sgletnn Bceae invaded. 
Save aome &fflicied Muac'i ■ 



Aswam, low'rd&fuU-Ag'd mtntiood w( 
Snt sorrowing «t Itic cto#e of (lity. 

At whose fond lide a boy, altenilki^ 
Lbp'd li&lf bb fatlwr'a ciro awiy. 



The fnthrr's cyts do object wfeitoi^ 
But on the ttujling prattler kvog, 

'Til J wliaL bis thrabboig Wart suggoitodf, 
Tlieve accreoti trenbled fram hk t^i^^Ci 



" My yo«tb"i firM bope, my maaliood*! trettQ»> 

M) dcarejt iiuwceDlf attend. 
Nor Tcai rebuke, of sout displeMure^ 
A faLbfT*i loveliest uame ia Fiteiid> 

** Some tTitthi from lonf experience tcming^ 
Worlb mof e than royal gnntt, rerafe ; 
For tfiithf are weihl! of Hcavea's b«Kto«Bigi 
Wbicb kiog? bave ittld«tt power li> §^«. 
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* Since from ai aacicot lace descended. 
You boast an uattninled bleed. 
By yours be tbeir fair fame attended. 
And clni bj bWtfarigkt— >to be geed. 

<" In loTC fat every leUow^creaAitre 
Superior rite tibawe the crowd ^ 
What meat enneUes buman natore 
Was ne*er die portion of the provd. 

''Be thine the genewua heart that borrows 
From other's jeys a friendly glow. 
And for each hapleas neigfabonr's aorrowa, 
Throba with a a y pathe tic wee. 

"This 10 the tenper moat endearing. 

Though wide proud pomp her banner spiead ; 
And heavenly pew*r Good-natve bearing. 
Each heart in willing thraldom leads. 

" Taste not from Fame's uncertain fountain 
The peaoe-dcstreying atreams that flew. 
Nor from Ambition*s dangerous mountain 
Look down upon the woxid below. 

*Tbe princely pine en htBs exalted. 
Whose lofty branches cleave the sky. 
By winds, long bnrv'd, at last asaaolted. 
Is headlong adiiil'd in dnst to lie ; 
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" While the mild rose, more safely growingy 
how in its unispiring Tale, 
Amid retirement's shelter blowing, 
Exchanges sweets with every gale« 

'* Wish not for Beauty's darling features* 
Moulded by Nature's partial pow'r. 
For fairest forms 'mong human creatures 
Shine but the pageants of an hour. 

" I saw the pride of all th^ meadow^ 
At noon, a gay narcis^ blow 
Upon a river's bank, whose shadott 
Bloom'd in the silver waves below; 

** By noontide's heat its youth was wasted. 
The waters, as they pass'd, comphun*d$ 
At eve> its glories all were blasted. 
And not one former tint remain'd. ■ 

" Nor let vain Wit's deceitful glory 

Lead you from Wisdom's path astraj; 
What genius lives renown'd in story. 
To happiness who found the way ? 

" In yonder mead behold that viqiour. 
Whose vivid beams illusive play. 
Far off it seems a friendly taper. 
To guide the traveller on his way; 
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" But iboiild tome hapleM wretch, punoingf 
Tread where the treacherous meteors glow, 
He*d find* too lite, his rashness meiog, 
That fatal quicksands lurk below. 

" in life SQch bilbbles nought admiring. 
Gilt with fiilse light, and filFd with air. 
Do jou, from pageant crowds retiring. 
To Peace in Virtue's cot repair. 

" There seek the nerer-wasted treasure 
Which mutual loTe and friendship give. 
Domestic comibrt, spotless pleasure. 
And blest and blessing you will live. 

" If Heav'n with children crowns your dwelling, 
As mine its bounty does with you. 
In fondness fatherly excelling, 
Th' example you have felt» pursue.*' 

He paus'd — for tenderly caressing 

The darling of his wounded heart. 
Looks had means only of expressing 

Thought^ language never could impart. 

Now Night, lier mournful mantle spreading, 
Had rob*d in hUick th' horicon round. 

And, dank dews from her tresses shedding. 
With genial moisture bsth'd the ground ; 
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When btck to city follies flying 

'Midit csstom's tlaTCt he IW'd fMig&'4» 

His face* amy'd in imilei, deajiag 
The true complexwn of his ound. 

For seriously anMHid snrreyiog 
Each character, in yonth and ag^ 

Of fools betray'd, aad knaves betrayini^ 
That play*d apon this homan stage. 

(Peaceful himsdf aad nodesigning) 
He loathed the scenes af guile and strife. 

And felt each secret wish indining 
To leave this firetfoi iaice of life. 

Yet to whatever abov« was fisted. 

Obediently he bow*d his sa«t 
For, what all-boBBteans Heaven cmlod. 

He thought Heaven only ihould cootroL 



THE PASSIONS. 
AN ODE. 

BY COLLINS. 

Whbn Music, heavenly maid! was yoaag, 
IVhile yet in early Greece she sung, 
The Passions oft, to hear her shall, 
Thraog'd areend her aagk cell. 
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EKoltingr treaiUin^ npng, faxstang, 
Pooew'd bejond the Muses' pnong. 
Bjr tiini% they felt the gtowing Bini 
DMtnrVd, delighted, imis'd, refin'd. 
Till once, 'tk said, when all were fir'd, 
Fill'd with 6try, rapt, inbpir'd, 
FroB the anpportiog myrtles romid 
They snaticb'd her inBtranients of soiad, 
And, as they oft had heard apait 
Swoet l iiasiB of her Cbrcefiil art. 
Each (for madness ruFd the hour) 
Would prove his own expressive powV. 

First, FxAR his hand, its skill ts try, 
> Awd the chorcbbewilder'd laid; 
And back recoil'd, be knew not why, 
F/en at the sound hioMelf had made. 

Next, Ahoss lusli'd, his eyas on fire. 
In lightnmgs own*d his secret stings; 

In one mde clash he strack the lyre, 
And swept with hurried hand the strings. 

With woefal measures wan Dbspaik^- 
Low sullen sounds his grief beguil'd ; 

A solamn, strange, and mingled air, 
Twas sad by fits— by starts 'twas wild. 
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But thou, O Hope ! with eyes to fair, 
Whmt was thy delighted measure ? 
Still it whisper'd promis'd pleasure. 
And bade the. lovely scenes at distance hailt 
Still would her touch the strain prolong; 

And from the rocks, the woods, the irale. 
She call'd on Echo still through all her song: 
And where her sweetest theme she chose, 
A soft responsive voice was heard at every dose;. 
And Hope, enchanted, smil'd, and wavM her golddi 
hair. 

And longer had she sung— but, with a frown. 

Revenge impatient rose. 
He threw his blood-stain'd sword in thandct dows; 
And with a withering look. 
The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sound so full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat: 
And though sometimes, each dreary pause between, 
Dejected Pity, at his side. 
Her soul-subduing voice apply'd. 
Yet still he kept his wild unaltered mien; 
Wliile each strain'd ball of sight— seem'd busting 
from his head. 
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Thy Domben, Jxaloust* to nooght were fix'd; 

Sad proof of thj diitreitfol itace: 
Of differing themes die Teering song was mix'd ; 

And DOW it courted Love; now« ravingycali'd on Hate. 

With ejes oprais'd, as one inspired. 

Pale Mblavcholt sat retir'd; 

And from her wild sequestered seat. 

In notes» bj distance, made more sweet, 

Ponr'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul : 

And dashing soft from rocks around» 

Bubbling runnels join'd the sound; 
Through glades and glooms the mingled measure stole. 

Or o'er some haunted stream, with fond delaj, 
(Round a holy calm diffusing. 
Love of peace, and lonely musing,) 

In hollow murmurs died away. 

But, O, how aUer*d was its sprightlier tone. 
When Chbbbpulkess, a nymph of healthiest hue*. 
Her bow acrosa her shoulder flung, 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 
Blew an inspiring air, that dale and thicket rung. 
The hunter's call, to Faun and Dryad known; 
Tbeoak-crown'dSistersandtheirchaste-ey'dQueen, 
Satyrs and sylvan boys were seen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green: 
Brown Exercise rejoic*d to hear; 
And Sport leap'd up, and seis'd his beechen spear. 
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Last came Jot'i ecstatic trial : 
He, with yiny crown advanoBg, 

First to the lively pipe his hand addrest. 
But soon he saw die brisk-awakeuing viol. 

Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the I 
They would have thooglit, who heard tlie stiaii 
They saw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amid the festal-sonnding riiades. 
To some unwearied aiiiutrel dancing; 

While, as his flying fingers kisi*d the stfiogs, 
Love fram'd with Muth a gay fantastic roi 
(Loose were her tresses seen, her amie «Bbo 
And he, amidst his frolic play. 
As if he would the charming air repay. 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Music! sphere-descended maid ! 
Friend of Pleasure, W^isdom's aid ! 
Why, Goddess, why, to us denied, 
Lay'st thon thy ancient lyre aside ? 
As in that lov'd Athenian bower 
You leam'd an all-commanding power. 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd ! 
Can well recal what then it beard. 
Where is thy native, simple heart. 
Devote to virtue, fancy, an ? 
Arise, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime ! 
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Thj wopfden in that god-like age. 
Fill thy recording Sister't page — 
Ta aaid, and I believe the tak. 
Thy humblest reed could more preraii^ 
Had more of strength, diviner rage. 
Than all which cbarraa this laggard age» 
Ev'n all at once together found 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound — 
O bid our vain endeavours cease. 
Revive the just designs of Greece, 
Return in all thy simple state, 
Confiim the tales her sons relate \ 



ODE 

ON A 

DUtant Prospect 0/ Eton CoUege, 

BY GRAY. • 

Ye distant spires, ye antique towers, 

That crown the watry glade 
Where grateful Science still adores 

Her Henry's holy shade ; ^ 

And ye, that, from the stately brow 
Of Windsor's heights, th' expanse below 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead survey. 
Whose turf, wliose shade, whose flowers among 
Wanders the hoary Thames along 

His sihper*windiog way ! 
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Ah happy hilbl ah pleaang shades! 

Ah fields belov'd in vain! 
Where once my careless childhood stray 'd» 

A stranger jet to pain! 
I feel the gales that from you bloir 
A momentary bliss bestow. 

As, waving fresh their gladsome wiag. 
My weary soul they seem to soothe. 
And redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a scoood spring. 

Say, father Thames (for thou hast seem 

Full many a sprightly race. 
Disporting on thy margcnt green. 

The paths of pleasure trace,) 
Who foremost now delight to cleave 
With pliant arm thy glassy wave? 

The captive linnet which inthral? 
What idle progeny succeed. 
To chase the rolling circle's speed. 

Or urge the flying ball? 

Wdile some on earnest business bent. 

Their murm'ring labours ply 
'Gainst graver hours, that bring consiraint 

To sweeten liberty ; 
Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign, 

And unknown regions dare deacry: 
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9tyi u tbej nm thej look behimL 
Thty hear a Toice in tiwery windy 
And natch a fearfbl joj. 

Gay Hope it tbein« bj Fancy fed; 

Leas pleaang when potseit; 
Hie tear forgot as soon as shed. 

The sunshine of the breast: 
Theirs bazom Health of rosy hue» 
Wild Wit, Invention erer new. 

And lirely Cheer, of Vigour bom; 
The thoughtless day» the easy nigh^ 
The spirits pure, the slumbers lights 

That fly the approach of mom. 

Alas ! regardless of their doom« 

The little victims play ! 
No sense have they of ills to come, 

No care beyond to-day : 
Yet see how all around them wait. 
The ministers of human fate. 

And black Misfortuue's baleful train ! 
Ahi show them where in ambush standi 
To seiae their prey the murd'rous band! 

Ah, tell them the^ are men! 

These shall the fury passiou tear« 

The vultures of the mind, 
Disdainful Anger, pallid Fear, 

Aud Shame that scullu behind : 
V 
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Or piniog Lot«tiiall woite tiieif J ^ mK 
Or Jealouy with TtoiUiDg i»<0t, 

That inly jpMiiHi iJk Mcnst ii«u^ 
And Envy wan, and faded Care» 
Grun-TisagTlj comlbfueis DiK^pur* 

And Sorrow^s pierciiig d«t. 

Ambition this shall tempt to liie, 

TbcD ivhin the wietui TTtnn hi|^« 
To bitter ^com » 8aeriilce« 

And grimiing Bifainy. 
The itmgB of Msehood those rinll try. 
And hard UnkiiidttesB altetM eyej 

That nocks the tear k ferc'd to ihm, 
And keen Remoise with Uood defil'd« 
iVnd moody Madness laughing wild 

Amid severest woe. 

Lo, in the viale of years heueath 

A grisly troop are seen. 
The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 
This racks the jomtSy this fires the veinv 
That every labouring smew strains ; 

Those in the deeper vitals rage: 
Lo, Poverty* to fill the band. 
That numbs the soul with icy haod i 

And slow-coommiog Ag^. 
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To each lut fuff'nngi: «U are mca, 

Condemo'd alike to gioan. 
The tender for anotber't jprnu, 

Th' uolceJiiig for bis own. 
Yet, ah! whj ibonld diey know their iate^ 
Since Sorrow never comet too late» 

And Happmeai too twiftly flies : 
Thought would destroj their paradise. 
No more : where igaorance is bliss, 

Tis folly to bei 



COUNTRY BOX, 1757. 

BT aOBERT LLOYD, A.M. 

The wealthy Cit, grown old in trade, 
Now wishes for the mral shade. 
And bnckles to his one-hone chair 
Old Dobbin, or the foander'd mare ; 
While wedg'd in closely by his side 
Sits Madam, his onwieldy bride. 
With Jackey oH a stool before 'em. 
And out they jog in doe decorum. 
Scarce past the turnpike half a mile. 
How all the country seems to smile ! 
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And, a» xhe^ tlowly jog together, 
Tlic Cit cututueiuift the itwl and weitl 
White M&d&m datcA npoD the treo^ 
And long) for ev*ry hoose she >ee% 
Admirea iU Tiewi^ ib «it«Btm« 
Atid thm Ahc optf tu |i«t ormttOQ ; 

'* What signify the li«d» of wcfth^ 
Wiilwut tbtii rid*e*t jewel hedth? 
Excufir the fondaieH of a wifcf* 
Wlw doti^^ apoa jQur precioui Jife^ 
Such ceaseleai toil, luch coiiftaut care, 
1$ more Umd hontto stretiftta can b««r; 
One may ob«erTe it m your fiw:* — 
ludf^ed, my doitT, yoa hreak apace; 
And nothuig c«i yotir health repdit 
But cxerciTie and country dr* 
Sir Traffic ban a luiusc, you liiiowr 
About a mile ffoni Cheney-fO« j 
He'« ft gcHid nun, iudeedj 'tk tme^ 
But nut lo wami, my de«r» a» yt^u; 
Af}d fo1ti« aff always apt to imcer — 
One would not be out-done, my detrt* 

Sir TrafEc*! name io well apply 'd 
AwakM hU hrother merchuit'i pride; 
And Thrifky, who had nil hij life 
Paid tit mint deference to his wife* 
Cuufcsi'd her ^guiueiiti had reaiuu, 
Aad by th' approaching lummt-i »&«mui 
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Drawi e few hundreds firom the stocki^ 
And pmchaMs his Cotmtry Box. 

Some three or four miles out of town* 
(An hour's ride will bring jon down) 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a fnrloug from the n»d ; 
And so convenient does it lay. 
The stages pass it every day : 
And then so song, so mighty pretty» 
To have a house so near the dty ! 
Take but your places at the Boar» 
You're set down at the very door. 

Well then, suppose them fix'd at last. 
White-washing, painting, scrubbing past, 
Huggmg themselves in ease and clover. 
With all the fuss of moving over ; 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred. 
And wanton in my lady's head. 

" Well, to be sure, it must be own'd. 
It is a charming spot of ground ; 
So sweet a distance for a ride. 
And all about so countryficd ! 
Twould come to but a trifling price 
To make it quite a paradise. 
I cannot bear those nasty rails. 
Those ugly, broken, mouldy paiU : 
Suppose, my dear, instead of theses 
We build m railii^ all Chinese: 
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Althoogh one hstet to be •zpoi'd, 
Tis dismal to be thus indee'd; 
One hardly any object t c e^ ■ 
I wish you'd M\ those odiooi trees. 
Objects continual posMig by 
Were something to amese the eye; 
But to be pent within ^e waUt— 
One might as well be at St. Favl't. 
Our house beholders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before; 
Notliiug its Tiews to incommode. 
But quite laid open to the road f 
While every trarellcr, in anase. 
Should on our little mansion gaae. 
And, pointing to the choice retreat. 
Cry, ' Tliat's Sir Thrifty's country-eeat.*' 

No doubt her arguments prerail. 
For Madam's taste can nerer fail. 

Blest age ! when all men may procure 
The title of a Connoisseur ; 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Axe govcm*d by a smgle word; 
' Though, like the royal German dames. 
It bears a hundred christian names ; 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, GoAt, 
Whim, Caprice, Je nc syai quoi. Virtu; 
Which appellations all describe 
Taste and the modem tasteAil tribe. 
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Now briskkj^ orp f t ew , ind joben* 
IH^tk Chineie ante and defignari, 
P ia Aw fSUu KheiDei of altentioa 
To wwk tkk woadroos rofbrmation. 
The useful done, which Mcret stood, 
Embosoni'd m the yew-tree's wood. 
The tniT'ller with amasement sees 
A temple Gothic, or Ohinese, 
With many a bell and tawdry rag oa. 
And crested with a sprawling dragon. 
A WQodea arch is bent aitrii)e 
A ditch of water four feet wide. 
With angles cunres, and vgMg lines, 
From Halfpenny's exact designs. 
In front, a leveltjawp is aeea^. 
Without a shrub upon the greep. 
Where Taste would waol its great fif st Jaw* 
But for die sculking, fly htirh^ 
By whose miraculous assistance 
You gjsin a prospect two fields distaiTce. 
And now from Hyde-Park Corner covae 
The gods of Athens and of Rome. 
Here squabby Cupida take their plaoei^ 
With Venus, and the clumsy graces : 
Apollo there, with aim so clever* 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever; 
And there, withoift the pow'r to €y» 
Stands, fix'd a tip^iocu Mercury. 
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The villa Unit ooMpUtalj giw'dU 
All own that Thrift J hat a tMte; 
And Madam'f female friendi and covM 
With coaiiiioii-€OQiicilHMii» by dnictfi» 
Flock er'ry Sunday to the «eat* 
To itare about them, ai^d to eat. 



THB 

FRIAR OF ORDERS GREY. 

riaiT FUBLISBBD BY Dft. FBftCT. 

It was a Friar of Orders Gray 
Walk'd forth to tell his beads; 

And he met widi a lady fair 
Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. . 

* Now Christ thee sare, thou reTerend Friai^ 
I pray thee tell to me. 
If ever at yon holy shrme 
My truo-loYe thou dtfst sec." 

** And how should I know your tme-lorc 

From many another one ?" 
•• O, by his cockle hat, and staC 

And by his sandal shooiw 
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'' Bot chiefly by bii fiwe and niea 
That were w hu to riew, 
Hif flaiCD lodDi that sweetly cnrl'd. 
And eyne of loirely blue." 

"O Lady, he is dead and gooel 
Lady he's dead and gone I 
And at bis head a green-grass tori^ 
And at bb heels a stooe. 

" Widiin these holy eloysters long 
He languisb'd and he died, 
T^ammting of a kdy's love. 
And 'plaining of her pride. 

"' Here bore him bare&c*d on his bier 
Six proper youths and tall. 
And many a tear bedew'd his gf«v6 
Within yon kirk-yard wall" 

*' And art thoa dead, thoo gende yontfil 
And art thon dead and gone! 
And didst thoa die for lore of me?«> 
Break, cnel heart of stone !" 

'O weep not. Lady, weep not so; 

SoBM ghostly eomibrt seek: 
Ldt not Tain sorrow rive thy heart; 
Nor tears bedew % chMk.'* 
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" O do not do M4i k^y f liv^ 
My sorrow. BOW laproro} 
ForlhavolottUMiwettailyoQUi . 
That e'er woo bc^'a Wvt. 

" And now, tkwl fbr tfagr Md loi^ 
rU evermore weep and aglis 
For thee I oiilj wNh*4 to Uve^ 
For thee I wiah to dk," 

*' Weep no nrare. I4uly» wMp M SMif^ 
Thy sorrow ii iu vain: 
For violets pluck'd* the aweeteat 
Will ne'er aake grow 



<* Our joys as winged drcasM do fly. 
Why then should sonow last ? 
Since Grief but aggmvates thy loiib 
Grieve not for what is past." 

" O, say not sOb thou boly Friar. 
I pray thee* say not so ; 
For since waj true-lofe dy'd for dm, 
Tis meet my tears should flow. 

" And will he never come again^ 
Will he ne'er come agpin? 
Ah! no; heis4ttd^«Ddlaid inhisgrMCy 
For evar lo rtmaia. 
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" His cheek was redder tban tiie rose; 
The homeliest youth was he! — 
B«t he is dead, and laid in his p%rt: 
Alas, and woe b me I*' 



' Sigh no more. Lady, sigh no 
Men were deceivers ever: 
One foot on sea and one on land» 
To one thing 



" Hadst thon heen land, he had been false;, 
And left thee sad and heavy; 
For young men e'er were fickle fbtnid. 
Since snmmer trees were leafy." 

" Now say not so, thon holy Friar, 
I pray thee say not so; 
My love he had the traest heart— • 
Ohe wasevertrae! 



" And thou art dead* thon moch-lov'd yonth I 
And didst thon die for me? 
Then fiuewell home! for evermore 
A pilgrim I will be. 

" Bat first upon ny tme love*s-grave 
My weary limbs I'll lay. 
And tfirioe I'll kiss the grttn-f^nm turf . 
That wraps his bi«ath)e« dhy." 
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** Yet ytmy, lair lady, reft a while. 
Beneath thk cloytter wall: 
See» through the hawthorae blows the cold i 
And drissly rain doth Ml." 

" O stay me not, thou holy Friar! 
O stay me not, I pray I 
No drissly rain that fiUls on me 
Can wash my &u]t sway." 

** Yet itay, fiur lady, turn again. 
And dry those pearly tears; 
For see, beneath this gown of grey 
Thy own true-love appeals! 

" Here forc'd by grief and -hopeless love. 
These holy weeds I sought; 
And here amid these lonely walls 
To end my days I thought 

" Bat haply, tar my year of grace 
Is not yet pass'd sway. 
Might I sriil hope to win thy lowt. 
No loager would I stay." 



'< Now fitfewell grief, and welcome joy 
Once more unto my heart; 
For since I have found thee, lovely youft! 
We neTcr iMre will part." 
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A TALE. 

BT WILLIAM MSLMOTB, LSQ. 

Ebb Sstiini't tont wera yet dbgnc'd. 
And heathen gods were all the taite. 
Foil eft (we read) twaa Jove't high will 
To take an air on Ida't hilL 
It chanc'd, as once with terioas ken 
He Tiew'd from thence the ways of meo. 
He saw (and pity tonch'd his hreast) 
The world by three foul fiends potsest: 
Pale Discord tliere, and Folly Tarn, 
With haggard Vice, upheld their reign. 
Then foith he sent his summons high. 
And call'd a senate of the sky. 
Round as the wfoged orders prest, 
Jove thus his sacred mind exprest: 
'* Say, which of all this shining train 
Will Virtue's conflict hard sustam? 
For see, die drooping takes her flight. 
While not a god supports her right." 
He paus'd-^when from amidst she sky. 
Wit, Innocence, and Harmony, 
With one united seal arose. 
The triple tyrants to oppose. 
That mstant from the realms of day 
With generous speed they took their way! 



:l 
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To Britain't isle direct their car. 
And enter'd with the evening itar. 

Beside the road a mansion stood* 
Defended by a circling wood : 
Hither» disgnis'd, their steps they bciod* 
In hopes, perchance* to find a friend: 
Nor vain their hope ; for records mj^ 
Worth ne'er from thence was tum'd nray. 
They urge the traveller's coouudi chancy 
And every piteous plea advance: 
The artrd tale that Wit had feigo'd 
Admittance easy soon obiain'd. 

The dame who own'd, adora'd the plaoe; 
Three blooming daughters added griwe. 
The first, with gentlest manners bleat 
And temper sweet; each heart po«eat; 
Who view*d her, catch'd the tender taM! 
And soft Amasia was her name. 
In sprightly sense and poliah'd air» 
What maid with Biira might compart? 
While Lucia's eyes and Lada's lyre 
Did unresisted love inspire. 

Imagine now the table deer, 
And mirth in every hce eppear : 
The song, the ule, the jest went round. 
The riddle dark, the trick profound. 
Thus each admiring and admir'd, 
Xte hoMa and guctta at length iffii'd ; 
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WiHB Wk &• Bptkelwr «iter tnin: 

" Faith, friendsy our emnd ii but vain — 
Quick kt «s neaMre back tke ikj; 
These nympbi aiam may ireU iBppljr 
Wi^ lonocence, and Harmony. 



AM UrriTATlOll TO 

IHC FEATHERED RACE. 

BY THE REV. MR. OBAVES. 

AoAm'the bakny Zephyr hkann, 
Freih Teidnve decks the grove. 

Each hird with Tcmal mptnre gbwi^ 
And tones his ames tp tove. 



Ye foitk isaadns ! hither fly. 
And shon the —otide heat; 

My shrabs a coolmg shade s«pply. 
My graiMs a safe fetrtat. 

Here ftady hep froai ipniy to wpmy, 

Or weave the maay Jieit; 
Hese aova and siag the lm4ang day. 

At night here rteedy rest. 



Amidst lhiBt)ealliwiw I III rin. 

That trickks dnani the glade, 
HcK bathe your ploBei, lure 4riBk yew fill, 

And revd JDKthealiade. 
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No tchool-boy mdci, to i 
E'er ibowt his nddy £tce» 

Or twaogi m. bow» or Imrli a itom 
In tfaii leqiMrter'd plaoe. 

Hither the vocd Thfiiih repeinb 

Secure the Liimet lingib 
The Goldfinch dreads no iliaij nai 

To clog her peanted wuigi. 

Sad Philomel! ah, qoit Aj heont 
Yon diitant woods ■mong. 

And round my iriendl j grotto 
Thy fweetly-phund^e song. 

Let not the hnnnleas Redbreait fear* 

Domestic hird» to cone 
And seek a sore asylnm here* 

With one that lores his home. 

My trees for yon, ye ardeis tribe* 
Shall store of fruit prcsenre; 

Oh» let me thus your friendship bfihel 
Come, feed without reserre. 

For yon these cherries I protect* 
To you these phuns heloog : 

Sweet is the fruit tint you have pe^'d. 
But sweeter fiur your song. 
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Let then thb league betwixt lu made 

Oar mutaal interests guard. 
Mine be the gift of fruit and shade ; 

Your songs be my reward. 



ODE TO TRUTH. 

BY MASON. 

AY, will no wIute-rob*d son of light, . 

irift darting from bis heav'nly height, 

e deign to take his hallow 'd stand ; 

[ere wave his amber locks; unfold 

js pinious cloth'd with downy gold ; 

e smiling stretch his tutelary wand? 

nd you, ye hosts of saints ! for ye have known 

li dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 

liough now ye circle yon eternal throne 

li harptngs high of inexpressive praise, 

1 not your train descend in radiant state, 

reak with mercy 's beam tlus gathering cloud of fate 

Is silence all. No son of light 
»arts trwiftly from his heav'nly height : 
No train of radiant saints descend. 
G 
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** MorUU, in ram ye hope to find. 

If guilt, if fraud hai ftain'd your i 

Or saint to hear« or angel to defend." 

So truth proclaims. I hear the sacred found 

Barst from the centre of her burning throne. 
Where aye she sits with star-wreath'd lustre crown'd; 
A bright sun clasps her adamantine xone. 
So Troth proclaims: her awful voice I hear; 
With many a solemn pause it alowlj meets my ear. 

Attend, ye sons of men ! attend, and say. 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 
Break through the veil of your mortality ? 
Say, does not reason in this form descry 
Uunomber'd, nameless glories, that sarpan 
The angel's floating pomp» tlie seraph's glowing grace f 
Shall then yoar earth-bom daughters Tie 
With me ! Shall she, whose brightest eye 
But emulates the diamond's blase. 
Whose cheek but mocks the peach's blooai. 
Whose breath the byadnth's perfanse. 
Whose melting roice the warbling woodlark's layi^ 

Shall she be deem'd my rival? Shall a form 
Of elemental dross, of mould'rtng glay. 

Vie with these charms imperial? The poor worn 
Shall prove her contest vain. Life's little day 
Shall pass, and she is gone : while I appear 
FUisb'd with the bloom •! youth throogh heavca'i 
eternal yt$i. 
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Know, mortals ! know, ere first ye ■priing» 

Ere lint these-orbt m ether hmig» 
I shone amid the heavenly throng : 

These eyes beheld creation's day. 

This Toice began the choral lay. 
And taoght Archangel's their triomphant song. 

PleasM I snrvey'd bright Nature's gradual birth. 
Saw infant light with kindling lustre spread. 

Soft Temai fragrance clothe the ilow'ring earth. 
And ocean heave on its extended bed ; 
Saw the tall pine aspiring pierce the sky; 
The tawuy lion stalk; the rapid eagle ily. 
Last, Man arose, erect in youthful grace, 
Heav'n's hallow'd image stamp'd upon his face^ 

And, as he 'rose, the high behest was giren, 

" That I, alone, of all the host of heaven, 
Should reign protectress of the godlike youth."* 
Thus the Almighty spake : he spake, and call'd me 
Truth. 
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ODE TO THE MORNING. 

BT THB tAMI. 

Hail to thy living light. 
Ambrosial Mom! all hail thy roseat ray. 
That bids gay Nature all her charms display 

In varied beauty bright : 
That bids each dewy-spangled flow'ret nae. 
And dart around its vermeil dyes; 
Bids silver lustre grace yon sparkling tide. 
That winding warbles down the mountain*s aide. 

Away, ye goblins all ! 
Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt; 
Whose vagrant feet have trac'd your secret haunt 

Beside some lonely wall. 
Or shattcr'd ruin of a moss-grown tow'r. 
Where, at pale midnight's stillest hour. 
Through each rough chink the solemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 

Away, ye elves, away! 

Shr'mk at ambrosial Morning's living ray; 
That living ray, whose pow'r benign 
Unfolds the scene of glory to our eye» 

Where, thron'd in artless majesty. 
The cherub Beauty sits on Nature's rustic shrine. 
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THE FIRE-SIDE. 

BYDB. COTTON. 

Deak Cilice, while the buay crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, -and the proud. 

In folly's maaw advance; 
Though singalarity and pride 
Be cali'd our choice, we'll step aside. 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

From the gay world weMl oft retire 
To our own family and fire. 

Where love our hours employ ; 
No nouy neighbours enter here. 
No intermeddling stranger near 

To spoil our heartfelt joys. 

If solid happiness we prize. 
Within our breast this jewel lies; 

And they are fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow ; 
From our own selves our joys must flow, ^ 

And that dear but, our home. 
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Of rest was Noah's dove bereft. 
When with impatient wing she left 

That safe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excarsion o'er. 
The disappointed bird once more 

Explor'd the sacred bark. 

Though fools spam Hymen's gentle pow'ra, 
We, who improve his golden hpus. 

By sweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly uiderstood* 
Gives to the tender and the good 

A paradise below.. 

Oar babes shall richest comforts bring ; 
If tutor'd right, they'll prove a apring 

Whence pleasares ever rise : 
We'll form their mindSf with studiooi circ;, 
To all that's manly, good, and fair, 

And train them for the skies. 




While they oar wisest hours engage. 
They'll joy our youth, support our age. 

And crown our hoary hairs : 

They'll grow in virtue every day. 

And tlius our fondest love repay. 

And recompense our cares. 
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No borrCHr'd joys : they're all our own, 
While to the world we Jive imkoowB, 

Or by the world forgot: 
Monarchs ! we envy not yonr itate, 
Wc look with pity on the great. 

And bleas our hwnbkr lot. 



Oar portion it not large indeed^ 
But then, how littie do we need! 

For nature*! calls are few ! 
la this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may suffice* 

And make that little do. 

We'll therefisre relish with content . 
Whate'er kind Providence has sent^ 

Nor aim beyond oar poVr; 
For if oar stock he very small, 
Tis prudent to enjoy it all. 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resignM when ills betide. 
Patient when favours are deny'd. 

And pleas'd with favours giv'n. 
Dear Chioe, this is wisdom's part. 
This is that incense of the heart. 

Whose fragrance smells to heav'n. 
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We'll ask do long protracted treat 
(Since winter life b seldom sweet); 

But wben oar feast is o'er. 
Grateful from table we'll arise. 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes^ 

The relics of our store. 



Thus hand m band through life we'll go. 
lu chequer'd paths of joy and woe 

With cautious steps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vain scenes without a tear« 
Without a trouble or a fear> 

And mingle with the dead : 

While conscience, like a faithful friend^ 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend* 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaie> 
like a kind angel whisper peace. 

And smooth the bed of death, . 
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HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 

BY THOMSON. 

Hail, mildly-pleasing Solitode! 
Compaiiion of the wise and good ; 
But from whose holy, piercing eye 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I lo¥e with thee to walk. 
And listen to thy whisper*d talk» 
Which innocence and truth imparti» 
And melts the roost obdurate hearts, 

A thousand shapes you wear with ease« 
And stilt in every shape you please. 
Now, wrapt in some mysterious dream, 
A lone philosopher you seem ; 
Now quick from hill to vale you fly. 
And now you sweep the vaulted sky. 
A shepherd next, you haunt the plain. 
And warble -forth your oaten strain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of th^t sweet passion in your face : 
Then, cfilm'd to friendship, you assume 
The gentle-looking Hartford's bloom. 
As, with her Musidora, she 
(Her Musidora fond of thee) 
Amid the long- withdrawing vale 
Awakes the rivall'd nightingale. 
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Tbme is the balmy breath of morn. 
Just as the dew-beot rose is bom; 
And while meridian fenrours beat. 
Thine is the woodland damb retreat: 
But chief when evening scenes decay. 
And the faint landacape swims away. 
Thine is the doubtAil toft decline. 
And that best hour of musing thine. 

Descending angek bless thy train. 
The virtues of the sage and twain; 
Plain Innocence, in white array'd. 
Before thee lifts her fearless head: 
Religion't beams atoond thee thine, 
And cheer thy i^ooms with light divines 
About thee sports sweet Liberty; 
And TUpt Urania sings to thee. 

Oh ! let me pierce thy secret ceU, 
And in thy deep recesses dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-dad hiO, 
When Meditation has her fill, 
I just may cast my careless eyea 
Where London's spiry turrets rite, 
Think of its crimen its cares, its pain* 
Then shield me in tiie woods again. 
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ELEGY, 

Written m a Cmmtry Church-yard. 



Thb curfew tolls tbe knell of partmg day* 
Tke lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea. 

The plowman bomeward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight* 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight. 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds; 

SaTe that* from yonder ivynnantled tow'r. 
The mopbg owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wandering near her sacred bow'r. 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those rugged elms^ that yew-tree's shade. 
Where lieaTes the turf in many a moald'ring heap^ 

Esch in his narrow cell for ewer laid. 
The rode forefisdiers of the hamlet sleep. 

Hie breesy call of incense-breathing mom» 
The swaUow twitt'ring from the straw-built shed. 

The cock's shiiil darioi^ or the echoing horn. 
No acre shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 
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For thein no more the bladug hearth shall btmii 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care; 

No children run to lisp their sire's return. 
Or climb his knee the envied kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield* 
Their furrow^ oft the stubborn glebe lias broke; 

How jocund did they drive their team a-field I 
How bow*d the woods beneath their sturdy strokei 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil* 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 

Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r* 

iVnd all that beauty, and that wealth e'er gtrtr 

Await alike th' inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 



Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the £anlt» 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophiea raise. 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted 
The pealing antliem swclb the note of pniie* 

Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting hreathf 
Can Honour's voice provoke the ttlent dust. 

Or Flatt'ry south the dull cold car of Death? 
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Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 

Hands that the rod of empire might have swaj'd* 
Or wak'd to ecstacy the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne*er unroll ;• 

Chill Penury repress'd their noble rage» 
And froxe the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem, of purest ray serene. 
The dark unlathom'd caves of ocean- bear : 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness in the desert air. 

Some village Ilampden, that, with danntless breast^ 
The little tyrant of the fields withstood ; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest. 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood. 

Th' applause of list'ning senates to command* 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 
And read their hist'ry in a nation's eyes. 

Tlieir lot forbade ; nor circumscrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd ; 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a thronc» 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 
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The struggling pangs of coofdout troth to hkla^ 
To quench tho blushes of ingennoiu i 

Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride 
WiUi iucenac kindled at the Muse's i 



Far from the madding crowd^s ignoble itrifK 
Their sober wishes never leam'd to stiaj; 

Along the cool lequeiter'd rale of life 
They keep the noiseleu tenour of thefar wmy. 

f 

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigfa« 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless scnlpCoie dcck'd 
Implores the passmg tribute of a sigh. 



Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettcr'd 
Tlie place of Fame and Elegy supply : 

And many a holy text around she strews^ 
That tcacb the rustic moralist to die. 

For ^-b0| to dumb forgetfulness e prey> 
This pleaaing anxious being e'er retign'd» 

Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day. 
Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind I 

On some fond breast the parting soul lelki^ 
Some pious drops the closing eye requirei; 

E'en from the tomb the voice of nature cria» 
E'en in our ashes live their nontcd Area. 
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For thee wbo, mindful of th' uuhonour'd dead* 
Dost in these liiiet their artleM tale relate. 

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred Spirit ihall enquire thy fatt. 

Haply aone hoary-headed swain may say, 
" Oft hare we seen him at the peep of dawn 

Brushing with hasty steps the dews away. 
To meet the son upon the upland lawn. 

" There, at the foot of yonder noddbg beech. 
That wieatha its old fantastic roots so high. 

His listlesi length at noontide would he stretch. 
And pore upon the brook that babUes by. 

" Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Mntt'ring his wayward fancies, he would rove. 

Now drooping* woeful wan, like one forlon^ 
Or craz'd with care, or cross'd in hopeless love. 

" One mom I missM him on th' accustomed hiU, 
Along the heath and near his favourite tree; 

Another came ; nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor up the lawn# nor at the wood was he: 

The next, with dirges due, in sad array. 
Slow through the church*way path we saw him home. 

Apprpach, and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Grav*d on the stone beneath yon aged thoni." 
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THE EPITAPH, 

HcmE rests his head upon the lap of Earth, 
A Youth to Fortune and to Fame unknown: 

Fair science frown'd not on his humble birth» 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and Ids soul sincere^ 
Heaven did a recompcnce as largely send: 

He gave to jMiMrry all he had, a tear; 
He gain'd from Heav'Oj 'twas all he wisli'4«* ftieBd> 



No farther seek his merits Co disclose, 

Or draw hi^ frailties from their dread abode, 

(Tlicre they alike in trembling hope repose) 
The bosom of hb Father and his God. 



^c 



A PASTORAL, 

DY Cl'NMVCIIAM. 

O LR moorlands tind mountains, rude^barrcn and bare# 

As wildcr'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle joun<» siliepherdej»s se«"< n»y despair. 

And leads nic o'er launs \o her home. 



Yellow sheaves from rit liCcres her cottage hadcrown'd. 
Green rushes were strew'd on her floor, 

Her casement sweet wnodbincs crept wantonl;y' ruiuidi 
And dcrk'd the bod seats at her door. 
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We sat ourselves down to a cooling repast. 
Fresh fruits! — and she cuU'd rac the best; 

Whilst, thrown troni m^^ guard by some glances the cast. 
Love slily stole into my breast. 

I told my soft wishes — she sweetly reply 'd, 

(Ye virgins her voice was divine!) 
" I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd; 

Yet take mv, fund shepherd — I'm thine." 

Her air was so mode&t, her aspect so meek« 
So simple, yet sweet were her charms^ 

I kissM the ripe roses that glow'd on her che«k. 
And locked the lov'd maid iu my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few sheep; 

And if — on thr hanks by the stream, 
Kccliii'd on her bu^oui, I Miik into sleep, 

Ilcr image btill s^^t'teus my dream. 

Together we ranjic o'er the iilow-rising hills, 

Drli<ililed with pastoral views, 
Or rest on the rock whence the streamlet diiitils 

And mark out new themc:) for my Muse. 

To pomp or proud titU's she ne'er did aspire. 

The danu'cl's of humble di*i>ccnt; 
The cottager Prace is well known for her sire. 

And shepherds liave nam*d her, Content. 



{ 
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A PRAYER FOR 

INDIFFERENCE. 

BT URS. GREVILI.E. 

Opt Tvc implor'd the godb in vaiii. 
And pray'd till I've been wf aij ; 

For once 1*11 try my wish to gaiu 
OfObcrontlie fairy. 

Sweet airy being, wanton sprite* 

That lurk'M in woods uusean. 
And oft by CynthiaS silver light 

Tripp*st gaily o'er the green; 

If e'er thy pitying heart was niOT'd« 

As ancient stories tell. 
And for tli' Athenian maid who lov'd. 

Thou sou^bt'st a wondrous spelt; 

Oh ! deign once more t'exert thy power ; 

Haply some herb or tree, 
Sov'reign as juice of western flower. 

Conceals a balm for me. 

I ask no kind return of love. 

No tempting charm to please : 
Far from the heart those gifts remove. 

That sighs for peace and ease. 
H 



153353 



100 SELECT FOEBIS. 

Nor peace nor eate Uie heart can Ildow, 
Which, like the needle true, 

Tum» at the touch of joy or woe, 
But> turning, trembles too. 

Far, as distress the soul can wound* 

Tis pain in each degree : 
'Tis bliss but to a certain bound ; 

Beyond, is agony. 

Take then this treacherous sense of nune* 
Which dooms me still to smart; 

Which pleasure can to pain refine* 
To pains new pangs impart. 

Oh, haste to shed the sacred balm ! 

My shattered nerves new 8t]:ing; 
^And for my guest, serenely calm. 

The nymph Indifference briAg. 

At her approach, see Hope, see Fear, 

See Expectation fly ; 
And Disappointment in the rear. 

That blasts the piomis'd joy. 

Tlie tear which Pity taught to flow. 
The eye shall then disown ; 

The heart that melts for others woe 
Sliall then scarce feel its own. 
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Tbe woands which now each moment bletd, 

Each moment then shall close, 
And tranquil days shall still succeed 

To night! of calm repose. 

O fairy elf! but grant me this. 

This one kind comfort send ; 
And so may never-fiuling bliss 

Thy fiow*ry paths attend! 

So may tbe glow-worm's gliounering light 

Thy tiny footsteps lead, 
To some new region of delight. 

Unknown to mortal tread. . 

And be thy acorn goblet fiU'd 

With heaven*s ambrosial dew, 
From sweetest, freshest flow'rs distill'dt 

That shed fresh sweets for you. 

And what of life remains for me 

I'll paM in sober ease; 
Half-pleas'd, contented will I be. 

Content but half to please. 
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THE FAIRY*S AmWER. 

BY THE MARGRAVINE OP ANSPACII. 

Without preamble, to my friend 
These basty lines I'm bid to send. 

Or givci if I am able ! 
I dare not hesitate to say — 
Though I have trembled all the day. 

It looks so like a fahle — 

Last night's adventure is my theme ; 
And should ii strike you as a dream. 

Yet soon its high import 
IMust make you own the matter sudi. 
So delicate, it were too much 

To be coiupos'd in sport. 

FairXuna shone serenely bright. 
And every star bedeck'd the nigbtv 

While Zephyr fann'd the trees; 
No sound assail'd my mkad'a repose. 
Save that yon stream, which marmiiring flows, 

StiJl echoed to the breese. 

Kn wrapt in solemn thoughts I sate. 
Revolving o'er the turns of fate. 

Yet void of hope or fear; 
When lo ! behold an airy throng. 
With lightest steps, and jocund song, 

Surpris'd my eye and car. 
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A form superior to the reit 
His little voice to me addrest. 

And gently thns began: 
** I've beard strange things from one of yoQ, 
Pray, tell ne if you think 'tis trae; 

Explain it if you can. 

'* Such incense has perfum'd my throii«» 
Such eloquence my heart has won, 

I tliiiik I guess the hand : 
I know her wit and beauty too> 
But why she sends a pray'r so new 

I cannot understand. 

" To light some flames, and some revive. 
To keep some others just alive. 

Full oft I am implor'd : 
But, with peculiar power to please. 
To supplicate for nought but caae,— 
*Tu odd upon my word I 

" Tell her, with fruitless care I've soo^^ 
And though my realms with wonder fraught. 

In remedies abound. 
No grain of cold indifference 
Was ever yet ally'd to sense. 

In all my fairy round. 
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" The regions of the sky I'd tf»ce, 
I*d ransack every earthly place. 

Each leaf, each herb, each flower. 
To mitigate the pangs of Fear, 
Dispel the eloads of black Despair, 
Or lall the restle» hour. 

** I would be generous as I'm just. 
But I obey, as others must. 

Those laws which Fate has made: 
My tiny kingdom low defend. 
And what might be the horrid end. 
Should man my state invade ? 

" ' Twoold put your mhid into a rage^ 
And such unequal war to wuge 

Suits not my regal duty I 
I dare not change a first decree, 
She's doom'd to please, nor can be frto- 
Such u the lot of beauty!" 

This said, he darted o*er the plain. 
And after foUow'd all his train; 

No glimpse of him I find : 
But sure I am, the little sprite 
These words, before he took his flight. 

Imprinted on my mind. 
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C»NTENT. 
A VISION, 

IT DR. COTTOW. 

tflAV IS deceiv'd liy oatward show*— ■ 
lis A plain bomeapun trut1^ I know. 
The fimod preraib at ev'ry age- 
So says tlie sctiooWboy» and the nge! 
Yet still we hug the dear deceit. 
And still exclaim against tho cheat. 
Bat whence this nioonsistent partr 
Say, moralists, who know the beartf 
If you'll this labyrinth pursue, 
ril go before and find the clue. 

I dreamt ('twas on a birth-day night) 
A sumptuous palace roae to sight : 
Vhe builder had through e^'ry part 
Observed the chastest rules of art; 
Raphael and Titian had displayed 
All the full force of light and shade; 
Around the livery 'd senrants wait; 
An aged porter kept the gate. 

As I was traversing the hall. 
Where Brussels looms adom'd the wall; 
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(Whose tap'stry shows, without my aid. 
A nun is no such useless maid), 
A graceful i>er»on came in view* 
(His form, it seems, b known to few); 
His dresM was unadom'd with lace. 
But charms I a thousand in his face. 

" This, Sir, your property ?"" I cry'd— 
'* Master and mansion coincide; 
Where all, indeed, is truly great. 
And proves, that bliu may dwell with state; 
Pr^y, Sir, indulge a stranger's dam. 
And grant the favour of your name." 

" Content," the lovely form reply 'd; 
" But think not here that I reside : 
Here lives a courtier, base and sly; 
An open» honest, rustic I, 
Our taste and manoera disagree; 
His levee boasts no charms for me; 
For titles, and the smiles of kings* 
To me are cheap unheeded things. 
('Tis virtue can alone impart 4 

The patent of a ducal heart: 
Unless this herald' speaks him great. 
What shall avail the glare of state ?) 
Tliose secret charms are my delight^ 
Which shine remote from public sight: 
Passions subdued, desires at rest,— ^ 
And hence his chaplain shares my breMt" 
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'* There was a time (hif Grace can tell) 
I knew the Duke exeeeding well; 
Knew every secret of his heart; 
In truth, we never were apart: 
, But when the Court became his end. 
He tum*d his back a]wn his friend. 

" One day I oall'd upon his Grwe» 
Just as the Duke had got a place : 
I thought (but thought amiss, 'tis clear) 
I should be welcome to the peer: 
Yes; welcome to a man in pow'r! 
And so I was for half an hour. 

" But he grew weary of his guest. 
And soon discarded me his breast; 
Upbraided me with want of merit. 
But most for poverty of spirit. 

" You relUb not the great man's lot?-i> 
Come, hasten to my humbler cot. 
Think me not partial to the great, 
I'm 4k sworn foe to pride and state ! 
No monarchs share ^y kind embrace. 
There's scarce a monarch knows my face: 
Content shuns courts, and oft'ner dwells 
With modest Worth in rural cells; 
There's no complaint, though brown Ihe bread. 
Or the rude turf sustain the head; 
Tbongfa hard the couch, and coarse the meat. 
Still the brown loaf and sleep are sweet. 



108 SELECT F0£B1S. 

" Far from the city I reride. 
And a thatch'd cottage all ny pride. 
True to my hearty I aeldom roein. 
Because I fiud my joys at home : 
For foreign viiits then begin. 
When the man feeU a iroid within. 

" But though from towns and crowds 1 0y« 
No humouristf nor cynic* L 
Amidst sequesterM shades I prin, * 
The friendships of the good and wise. 
Bid Virtue and her sons attend ; 
Virtue ivill tell tliee, I'm her friend ; 
Tell thee, I*m faithful, constant, hnid. 
And meclE, and lowly, and resign'd ; 
Will say« there's no distifiction known 
Betwixt her household and my own." 

Author. " If these the friendships you pntaei 
Your friends, I fear, are very few. 
So little company, you say, 
Yet fond of home from day to day! 
How do you shon Detraction's rod? 
I doubt your neighbours think yon odd." 

Content. *' 1 commune with myself at night. 
And ask my heart, if all be right. 
If 'right' replies my faithful breast, 
I smile, and close my eyes to rest." 

Author. "You seem regardless of the town: 
Pray, Sir, how stand yon with the gown?" 
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CmOmt. "The Clergy My they lore me well. 
Whether they do they best can tell* 
They paint Ae modett, friendly, wise, 
And always praise me to^the skies; 
Bat if conTiction's at the heart, 
Whj not a correspondent part? 
For shall Ae learned tongue prevail. 
If actions preach a different tale? 
Who'll seek my door or grace my wall^ 
When neither dean nor prelate calls? 

" With those my friendsbip roost obtain. 
Who priie their doty more than gain ; 
•Soft flow the hours whene'er we raecti 
And conscious rirtue b our treat ; 
Our harmlem breasts no envy know. 
And hence we fear no secret foe; 
Our walks Ambition ne'er attends. 
And hence we ask no powerful friends ; 
We wish the best to Church and State, 
But leave the steerage to the great; 
Careless, who rises, or who falls. 
And never dream of vacant rtaU$; 
Much less by pride or interest drawn, 
Sig^ for the mitre and the lawn. 

Observe the secrets of my art, 
I'll fundamental truths impart: 
And if you'll my advice pursue, 
111 quit my hut and dwell with you. 
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" The Putions we a nnin'ioot erMrdl 
Imperious positive and loud: 
Curb these licentiooa tons of ttrife; 
Hence chiefly riae the ibNmi of life: 
If they grow miitiiioai, and nvt. 
They are thy maiteri, thou their aUve. 

*' Regard the world with camioua ^Ci 
Nor raise your expectation high. 
Sec that the halanc'd scales be m^ 
You neither fear nor hope too nuich. 
For disappointment's not the thinf^ 
Tis pride and passion point the sting. 
Life is a sea, where storms must lisCf 
Tis Folly talks of cloudless ikies; 
He who contracts his swelling sail 
Eludes the fury of the gale. 

" Be still, uor anxious thougbta employ* 
Distrust embitters present joy : 
On God for all events depend; 
You cannot want when God's your liiead. 
Weigh well your part, and do your best; 
Leave to your Maker all the rest. 
The hand which form'd ihee in the woali^ 
Guides from the cradle to the tomb. • 
Can the foud mother slight her boyf 
(Tun she forget her prattling joy ? 
Say then, shail sovVcign Love detett 
The humble and the honest hearth 
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He«Ten niAy not (rant thee til thy mind; 
Yet My not than, that Heaven's nnkind. 
God is alike both good and wise« 
In what he grants and what denies : 
Perhaps what Goodness gives to-day. 
To-morrow Goodness takes away. 

" You say that troubles iuterrene. 
That sorrows darken half the scene. 
True — and this consequence you see, 
The world was ne'er designed for thee : 
You're like a passenger below, 
That stays perhaps a night or so; 
But still his native country lies 
Beyond the boundaries of the skies. 

" Of lieaven ask virtue, wisdom, health. 
But never let thy prayer be wealth. 
Jf food be thine (though little gold). 
And raiment to repel the cold. 
Such as may nature's wants suffice, 
Not what from pride and folly rise ; 
If soft the motions of thy souJ, 
And a calm conscience crowns the whole ; 
Add but a friend to all this store. 
You can't, b reason, wish for more : 
And if kind Heaven this comfort brings, 
I'is more than Heaven bestows on kings.'*' 

He spake— The airy spectre flies. 
And straight the sweet illusion dies. 
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The vision mi the early dawn. 
CoDsign*d me to the thoughtful n 
To all the caret of waking clay. 
And inoonaistent dreami of day. 



HAPPINESS. 

FROM POPs'ft £SfAY ON MAV. 

Oit Happiness! our being*s end and aim! 

Good, Pleasure, Ease, Content! wbate*er diyvMe; 

That something still which prompts the eternal li^ 

For which we bear to live, or dare to die; 

Wliich still so near ns, yet beyond ui Uea, 

Overlook 'd, seen double, by the fool and wise; 

Plant of celestial seed ! if dropt below. 

Say, in what mortal soil thou deign'st to grow? 

Fair op'oing to some court's propitious shines 

Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 

Twm'd with the wreaths Parnassian laurels yield* 

Or reaped in iron harvests of the field? 

Where grows — where grows it not? If Tsin on toi]» 

We ought to Uame tlie culture, not the soiL 

Fix*d to no spot is Happineaa sincere* 

'Tis no where to be found, or ev*ry where; 

'Tis never to be bought, but always free, 

iViid fled from munarrhs, St. John, dwells widi tbee. 

Aiik of the Icam*d the way: theleam'd are Uindf 

This bids to serve, and that to sbon OMiikind. 
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Some place the blias in actioD, some in eiae; 
Thoae call it pleasure^ and contentment tkese: 
Some, smik to beaats, find pleasure end in paia ; 
Some aweird to gods, oonfiess er'n yiitae vain} 
Or indolent: to each extreme they faU» 
To trust in ev'ry thing, of doubt of alL 

Who thus define it, say they more or lem 
Than this, that Happiness is Happiness? 

Take nature's path, and mad opinions leave; 
All states can reach it, and all heads conceive; 
Obvious her goods in no extreme they dwell ; 
There needs but diinking right and meaning well; 
And, monm our various portions as we please. 
Equal is common sense and common ease. 

Remember, man, "the Universal Cause 
Acts not by partial, but by gen'ral laws." 
And makes what Happiness we jubtly call. 
Subsist not in the good of one, but all. 
There's not « blessing individuals find. 
But some way leans and hcarkeus to the kind; 
No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride. 
No cavem'd hermit rests self-satisfy'd. 
Who most to shun or hate maukind pretend. 
Seek an admirer, or would fix a friend: 
Abstract what others feeJ, what others think. 
All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink : 
£ach has his share ; and who would more obtain, 
Shall find the pleasure pays not half the pain. 
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Order ib HcaTen't first I«w; and tliii < 
Some are> and must be» greater than the tot; 
More rich, more wise: but who infiBrs from bence 
That such are happier, shocks all common aeme. 
Heaven to mankind impartial we coofesi^ 
If all are equal in their happiness: 
But mutual wants this liappiness increase. 
All nature's difference keeps all nature's peace. 
Condition, circumstance, is not the thing ; 
Bliss is the same in subject or in king; 
In who obtain defence, or who defend. 
In him who is, or him who finds a friend : 
Heaven breathes through evcrj member of the whole 
One common blessing as one common soul. 
But fortune's gifts, if each alike posses^ 
And each were equal, must not all contest? 
If then to all men Happiness was meant, 
God in externals could not place ccmtent. 

Fortune her gifts may variously dispose. 
And these be happy call'd, unhappy those; 
But Heaven's just balance equal will wppewtM 
While tliose are plac'd in hope, and these in fear; 
Not present good or ill the joy or cnrse. 
But future views of better or of worse. 
Oh sons uf earth ! attempt ye still to rise, 
By mountains piPd on mountains, to the skies? 
Heaven still with laoghtcr tho vain toil surveys. 
And buries madmen in the heaps they raise. 
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Know, all the good that individuals findy 
Or God and nature meant to mere mankind. 
Reason's wbole pleasure, all the joys of sense» 
Lie in three words^ Health, Peace, and Competence. 



SWEETNESS. 
AN ODE, 

BY MR. ROBERTSON. 

Of damask cheeks and radiant eyes. 

Let other poets tell ; 
Within the bosom of the fair 

Superior beauties dwell. 

There all the sprightly powers of wit. 
In blithe assemblage play ; 

There every social virtue sheds 
Its intellectual ray. 

But as the sun's refulgent light 
Heaven's wide expanse refines; 

With sov*reigu lustre through the soul 
Celestial Sweetness shines. 

This mental beam dilates the heart. 

And sparkles in the face ; 
It harmonizes every thought. 

And heightens every grace. 

I 
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One glimpse can sooth the tfoubled breast^ 

The hearing sigh restrain; 
Con make the bed of sickness plWMe, 

And stop the sense of pain. 

It:i power can charm tlie savage heart, 

The t^'nuit's pity more: 
To smiles convert the vrilde^t rage. 

And melt the soul to love. 

When Sweetness beams upon the throBC. 

In majesty benign, 
Tlie awful splendors of a crown 

With milder lustre shine. 

In scenes of poverty and woe. 

Where melancholy dwells, 
I1ic influence of tliisi living ray 

The dreary gloom dispels. 



Thu«, when (he blooming spring i 
To cheer the mournful plains, 
Thtajjgh earth and air with genial warmth* 
a] mildness reigns. 

|its bright, auspicious beams 
lions rise ; 
( peaceful acene« 
[flies. 
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A thomaiid namelett beauties sprinf^ 

A ^usand virtues glow ; 
A smiling train of jo^» appear, 

Aud endless blessings flow. 

Unbounded Charity displays 

Her synpathiring charms ; 
And Friendship's pure seraphic flame 

The generous bosom i 



Almighty Love exerts his power. 

And spreads with secret art 
A s«pft aensation through the frame, 

A transport through die heart. 

Nor shall the storms of age, which dond 

Each gifara of sensual joy. 
And blast the gaudy flower's pride« 
^liese blest effects destroy. 

When that fair form shall sink in years. 

And all those graces fly; 
The beauty ^ thy heavenly mind 

Shall length of days defy. 



^.' 






*-;-'^ 



FROM TUOMSON*S 8FA80NS. 

Happy they! the happiest of their kind! 

Whom gcnth'r stars unite, and in one fate ^ 

Their hearts, tlieir f:)rtunes, and their beingsVend. 

*Tis not the roarser tie of human hiws. 

Unnatural of\ and foreii^n to the mind. 

That binds tluir peace, but harmony itself. 

Attuning all their pa«>Mons into love; 

Where Friendship full exerts her sotlest power. 

Perfect este<rm^ enliven'd by desire 

Inelfable, and symp.ithy of soul; 

Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will. 

With l)oundle5s confidence : for nought but love 

Can answer love, and render bliss secure.* 



#r. 



*4m- iv -1. 



Lfciighttui task! to rear the tender though r. 
To teach the voiiiig idea how to bhoot, 
To pour the fr«Ui in*truclion o*cr the n>ind. 
To b^the th' enlivening spirit, and to fix 
The^nerous purpose in the glowing breast. 
(>li speak the joy ! ye whom tlie sudden tear 
Surprises often, while you look around. 
And nothing strikes your eye but sights of blifs^ 
All-various nature pressing on the heart : 
An elegant sufficienc\', content. 
Retirement, rural quiet, friendsliip, books, 
Ease and alternate labonr, useful life, 
Progressive yirtue, and approving Heaven. 
These are the matchless joys of \irtnouB lore; 
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And thus their moments 6y. The Seasons thw», 
A» ceaseless round a jarring world fjiwy roU, 
Still find them happy, and consenting Spring 
Sheds her own rosy garland on their beada: 
'Till evening comes al last, serene and mUd« 
When, after the long vernal day of life, 
£naraour*d more, as more remembrance swdls 
With many a proof of recollected love. 
Together down they sink in social sleep; 
Together freed, their gentle spirits fly 
I'o scenes where love and bliss immortal reign 



ELEGY 

To the Memory of an ut{fortunale Ladtf. 

BY POPE. 

What beckoning ghost along the moonlight shade 

Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade' 

'Tis she'— But why that bleeding bosom goR? 

Why dimly gleams the visionary sword? 

Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell. 

In it in Heaven a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender or too firm a heart> 

To act a lover's or a Roman's part ? 

Is there no bright reversion in the sky. 

For those who greatly think, or bravely die? 

Why bade ye else, ye pow'rs ! her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight ef low desire r 
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Ambition first spnmg from your blest abodes; 
The glorioiis fault of angeb and of gods: 
Thence to their images on earth it flows. 
And iu the breast of kings and heroes glows. 
Most soub, 'tis tme« but peep out once an agr , 
Dull sullen prisoners in the body's cage ; 
Dim lights of life, that bum a length ol' years 
Useless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres ; - 
Like eastern kings, a lazy state they keej)^ 
And close confin*d to tlieir own palace sleep. 

From these perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) 
F»tc snatched her early to the pitying sky. 
A^ into air the purer spirits flow. 
And sep'rate from their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the soul to its congenial place. 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou, false guardian of a charge too good. 
Tliou mean deserter of thy brother's blood ! 
See oqg^e»e ruby lips the treiubling breath, 
These cheeks, now fading at the blast of death; 
Cold is that breast which warm*d the world before. 
And those lore^arting eyes must roll no more. 
Thi^, if eternal Justice rules the ball 
Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall: 
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits. 
And frequent hearses shall besiege your gates; 
There passengers shall stand and pointing saj, 
(While the long fuu*rals blacken all the way) 



-^ 
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" Lo ! theKe were tbey wboie acmb the fbiie^Hecr^r 

And curs*d with hearts ttnknowiog how to ykidL 

Thus uii lamented pass the proad away> 

I'hc gaze of fools, and pageants of a di^ ! 

So perish all whose breast ne'er leam'd to glow 

For others' good, or melt at others' woe." 

What cau atone (oh ever-injur'd shade !) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic teal" 
Pleas'd thy pale ghost, or grac'd thy mournful bier: 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos*d» 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compot*d» 
By foreign hands thy horeble grare adom*d» 
By strangers banonr'd and by strangers moura'd ! 
What though no friends in sable w«eds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year. 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances and the public show ; 
'What though no weeping Iotc thy ashes graoi^ 
Nor polish'd marble emulate thy face ; 
What thoagh no sacred earth allow thee room» 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mattered o'er thy tomb; 
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be di<est*d. 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast : 
There shall the Mom her eailieit tears beaww. 
There the first roses of the year sbaU blow ; 
While angeis with their ulver wings o'ersbade 
The grouod, now sacred by thy relics mad*. 
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So peaceful mta, wkhoot a itone, a luane, 
What once had beanty* titka, wcakfa, and fiune. 
How loT'd, bow booaiir'd onoe* avails thee not* 
To whom related* or by whom begot; 
Aheap of dust alone ffemami of thee; 
Tb all thou art, and all the proud fhali be! 

Poets themselTes mast iall* like those they snag, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mote the tuneful tongue. 
E'en he whose soul aoir melts in mournful lays^ 
Shall shortly want the gcoeroas tear he pays; 
Then from his dosing eyes thy form ibali pait^ 
And the Ust pang shall tear thee from his heart; 
life's idle bus'ncss at one gasp be o'er. 
The Mnse forgot, and thou heloT'd no more^ 



L'ALLEGRa 



BY MILTON. 



Hence, loathed Melancholy, 

Of Cebenis and blackest ICidnigjht bom. 

In Stygian cave forJoro, 
'Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights uubuly, 

Fmd out some uncouth cell. 
Where brooding Darkness spreads his jeafous wings, 
And the night raven sings; 
There under ebon shades, and low«brow'd .rocks. 
As ragged as thy locks. 

Id dark Cimmerian desert ^ver dwell. 
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But come thou goddess fair and firee» 

In heav'n yclep'd Euphrosyne, 

iVnd by men» heart-easing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus, at a birth. 

With two sister Graces more. 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore; 

Or whether (as some sages sing) 

The frolic wmd that breathes the spring. 

Zephyr, with Aurora playing. 

As he met her once a Maying, 

There on beds of violets blue. 

And fresh-blown roses wash'd in dew* 

Fili'd her with thee, a daughter fair. 

So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 

Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee 

Jc!>t and youthful Jollity, 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles^ 

Nods and Becks, and wreathed Smiles^ 

Such as hung on Hebe's cheek, 

And love to live in dimple sleek ; 

Spurt that wrinkled Care derides^ 

And Laughter holduig both his sides. 

("unie, and trip it as you go 

On the light fantastic toe ; 

And in thy right hand lead with thee 

The mountain nymph, sweet Liberty! 

And, if I give thee honour due. 

Mirth, admit rae of ihy crew. 

To live with her, and live with thee. 

In unreproved pleasures free-; 
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To hear the lark begin his flight, 
Aiid tinging startle the doll night* 
From his watch-tower in the skiet. 
Till the dappled dawn doth rise; 
Then to come m ipite of sorrow. 
And at my window bid good-morrew. 
Through the sweet-briar, or the Tine, 
Or the twisted eglantine : 
While the cock wiih lively din 
Scatters the re.tr of darkness thin. 
And to tlie stack, or the barn-door. 
Stoutly struts his dames before ; 
Oft list'niug how the hounds and bom 
Cheerly rouse the slumb'ring mom. 
From the side of some hoar hill. 
Through the high wood echoing shrill : 
Some time walking not unseen 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green. 
Right against the eastern gate. 
Where the great sun begins his state, 
Rub*d in flames and amber light. 
The clouds in thousand liveries dight; 
While the plowman near at hand 
Whistles o'er the furrow'd land. 
And the milk-maid singeth blithe. 
And the mower whets his scythe. 
And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthoru in the dale. 
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Straight nuiie eye halli caogiit new pleaittre» 

While the laxidicape round it moumna. 

Russet iawus, and faUowt grey* 

Where the nibbling 6oeki do fUay ; 

Mountains on wliose barren breait 

The laboring ctoudfl do often reit; 

Meadows trim with daisies pied. 

Shallow brooks, and rivers wide» 

Towers and batdemeuts it sees 

Bosom'd high in tufted trees. 

Where perhaps some beauty lies, 

Tlie Cynosure of neighbouring eye»» 

Hard by, a coiUge chimney smokes, 

From betwixt two aged oaks. 

Where Corydon and Tbyrsis met. 

Are at their savory dinner set 

Of herbs, and other country measea. 

Which the neat hand of Fhylib drcsef ^ 

And then in liaste ber bow'r she leavcfc. 

With TheotyKs to bind die Aenvea; 

Or if the earlier season lead 

To the tann'd haycock in the nwad. 

Sometimes with secure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite. 

When the merry bells ring rounds 

And the jocund rebecs sound 

To many a youth and many a maid,. 

Dancing in the chequer*d shade : 
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And young and old oomo UnA to plaj 
On a simihiiie hot j-daj» 
TiU the lhr&4ang daylight fail ; 
Then to the apicy nst-brown ale;» 
With starieB loid of many ft femt. 
How fairy Mab the junkets eat. 
She was piBcb'd, and puU'd, she iaid» 
And he by fciar's lantbom led; 
Tells how the drudging goblin i w wt» 
To earn hb creim bowl duly set. 
When in one ni^, ere gliupse of nioni> 
His shadowy flail has duaah*d the com 
That ten day-lab'rers could not end; 
Then lies him down the iobber fiend. 
And stretch'd out aU the dunmey's iengtiiv 
Basks at the five his hairy strength. 
And, crop-<aU^ out of doors he flings. 
Eft ttue first cook hiii matin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they cveep« 
By whisp'rittg winds soon lull'd adeep. 
Towered cities please us then. 
And the busy hum of aieo; 
Where throngs of knights and barons bolt 
In wieeds of peace high triumphs hold; 
With store of kdies^ whose bright «yeB 
Rain influence, and judge the prin 
Of wit; or arm^ while both contend 
To win her grace» whon all cownend. 
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There let Hymen oft appear 

lu saffron robe, with taper clear. 

And pomp, and feast, and revelry. 

With ma&k« and antique pageantry ; 

Such sights as youthful poets dreanu 

On summer eves by haunted stream. 

Then to the well>trod stage anon. 

If Jonson*s learned sock be on. 

Or swaetest Shakespeare, Fancy's cliild. 

Warble his native wood>notes wild. 

Aud eier against eating cares, 

Lup me in soft Lydion airs. 

Married to immortal verse. 

Such as the meetiug soul may pierce 

In notes, with many a winding bout 

Of linked sweetness long drawn out. 

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning. 

The melting voice through mases running. 

Untwisting all the chiiius tliat tie 

The hidden soul of harmony ; 

Tiiat Orpheus' self may heave his head 

From golden slumber on a bed 

Of heap*d Elysian flowers, and hear 

Such strains as would have won the ear 

Of riulo, to have quite set free 

His half-regain'd Eurydice. 

Thete delights if thou canst give, 

Mirliij witli thee I mean to live. 
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IL P£NSEROSO. 

BY THE SAME. 

IiNCS* vmin deluding jo}'^, 

The brood of folly without father bred. 

How little you bestedj 
h fill the fixed mind with all your toys ! 

Dwell in some idle brain, 
Lnd fancies fond with gaudy shapes possesr, 
ia thick and numberless 
b the gay motes that people the sunbeams^ 
h likeliest hovering dreams 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus' trairt. 
But hail, thou goddess, sage and holy ! 
Hail, diviuest Melancholy I 
Whose saintly visage is too bright 
To hit the sense of human sight, 
had therefore to our weaker view 
O'erlaid with black, staid Wisdom's hue>; 
Black, but such as in esteem 
Prince Memnon's sister might beseem : 
Or that starr'd Etliiop queen that strove 
To set her beauties praise above 
The sea-nymphs, and their powers offended : 
Yet thou art higher far descended. 
Thee bright hair'd Vesta long of yore 
To solitary Satam bore; 
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His daughter ibe (in Sfttam'i reigii 
Sach mixture was not heM a alaiiiX 
Oft m glimmering bow*n and gladet 
He met her, and m secret shades 
Of woody Ida's inmost grove^ 
While yet there was no leaf of Jowe. 
Come;, pensire nuQ, deroto and pwe» 
Sober, sted&st, and demure. 
All in a robe of darkest gnia* 
Flowing with majestic tnun. 
And sable stole of Cyprus lawn. 
Over thy decent shoulders dr«wn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted state. 
With even step and mnsmg gait. 
And looks couuaercing with the skie^ 
Thy ra])t soul sitting in thine eyM: 
Tlicrc led in holy pasHon still. 
Forget thyself to narUe, tiU 
With a sad leaden downward cam, 
Thou fix them on the earth as fart: 
And join with thee calm Peace nd Qaicti 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods dodi die^ 
And hear the Muses in a ring 
Aye round about Jore's altar sing: 
And add to these retired Leimr«, 
That in trim gardens takes hb pIcMOTO; 
But first, and chiefestt with thea bring 
H im that yon' soaii on goUen wing, 
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Ouiding the fier j-wheeled IKuroae» 

The cherab ConteaipUtion ; 

And the mote Silence hiat along* 

'Less Philomel will deign ■ song» 

In her sweetest, saddest plight. 

Smoothing the nigfEed brow of Night: 

While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke. 

Gently o*er th' accttstom'd oak; 

Sweet bird, that shnnn'st the noise of folly. 

Most musical, most melancholy ! 

Thee, chantress, oft the woods among* 

I woo to hear thy even-song; 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 

On the dry smooth-flbaven green* 

To behold the wand'ring moon 

Riding near her highest noon, 

like one that had been led astray 

Through the heaven's wide pathless way. 

And oft, as if her head she bow'd. 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud ; 

Oft on a plat of rising ground 

I hear the farKvff curfew sound. 

Over some wide water'd shore, 

Swmging slow with sullen roar: 

Or, if the air will not permit. 

Some still renoted place will fit. 

Where glowing embers throogh the nxmi 

Teach hglit to coonlerfcit a glooo^ 
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Far from all resort of mirth) 
Save the cricket on the hearth. 
Or the bellman's drowsy charm. 
To bless the doors from nightly harm: 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour 
Be seen in some high lonely tow*r. 
Where I may oft outwatch the Bear, 
Witli tlirice great Hermes, or omphere 
Tlie spirit of Plato to unfold 
What words, or what vast regions hold 
Th' immortal mind that hatli forsook 
Iler mansion in this fleshly nook ; 
And of those demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground. 
Whose powers hath a true consent 
With planet, or with clement. 
Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy 
In sceptr'd pall come sweeping by, 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelop's line. 
Or the talc of Troy divine. 
Or what (though rare) of later age 
Knnobied hath the buskin*d stage. 
But, O sad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raise Musa;us from his bower. 
Or hid the soul of Orpheus sing 
Sucli notes as, warbled to the string. 
Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And made Uell grant what Love did seek. 
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Or call op him that left half told 

The atory of Canibaacao bold. 

Of Camball and of Algaraife, 

And who had Canace to wife. 

That owa'd the virtuous ring and glaw^ 

And of the wondrous horse of brass. 

On which the Tartar king did ride; 

And if- aught else great bards beside 

In sage and solemn tunes have sung. 

Of turners and of trophies hung. 

Of forests and enchantments drear. 

Where more is meant than meets the ear. 

Thus, Night, oit see me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-suited Mom appear. 

Not trick'd and flounc'd, as she was wont 

With the Attic boy to hunt. 

But kerchieft in a comely cloud. 
While rocking winds are piping loud ; 
Or usher*d with a shower still. 
When the gust hath blown his £dl. 
Ending on tlie rustling Icdves, 
With minute drops from off the eaves. 
And when the sun begins to fling 
His flaring beams, roe, goddess, bring 
To arched walks of twilight groves. 
And shadows brown that Sylvan loves. 
Of pine or monumental oak. 
Where the rude axe with heaved stroke 
K 
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Was never heard the nymphs to daunlU 

Or fright them from their hallow'd hMint, 

There, in close covert, by some brook* 

Where no prufi&ner eye may look. 

Hide me from Day's garish eye, 

Whiie the bee with honied thigh. 

That at her fiowVy work doth sing. 

And the waters murmuring 

With such concert as they keept 

Entice the dewy-feather'd sleep ; 

And let some strange mysterious drean 

Wave at his wings in airy stream 

Of lively portraiture display*d, 

Softly on ray eyelids laid ; 

And as I wake, sweet music breathe 

Above, about, or underneath. 

Sent by some spirit to mortals good. 

Or th* unseen Genius of the wood. 

But let ray doe feet never fail 

To walk the studious cloister's pale. 

And love the high embowed rooC 

With antique pillars massy proof. 

And storied windows richly digfat. 

Casting a dim reUgioos light. 

There let the pealing organ blow. 

To the foll-voic'd choir below, 

A service high, and anthems dear, 

As may widi sweetness, throogh Bibie car, 
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DissoWe me into ecataciet. 
And bring all heaven before mine ejet. 
And maj at last my wearj age 
Find OQt the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown and mossy cell. 
Where I may sit and rightly tpell 
Of every star that heaven doth shew. 
And every herb that sips the dew; 
Till old Experience do attain 
To something like prophetic strain. 
These pleasares. Melancholy, give» 
And I with thee will choose to live. 
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THE FEMALE SEDUCERS. 

BY MR. BftOOES. 

'Tis said of widow, maid, and wife» 
That honour is ■ woman's life; 
Unhappy sex ! who only claim 
A being in the breath of FuDCt • 
Which tainted, not the quick*ning gales 
That sweep Sabea's spicy rales. 
Nor all the healing sweets restore. 
That breathe along Aralua's shore. 

The trav*ller, if he chance to stray, 
Biay torn nncensurM to his way ; 
Polluted streams again are pare. 
And deepest woonda adaiit a care; 
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But woman ! no redemption know^ 
The wounds of honour never close. 

Though distant ev'ry hand to guide. 
Nor skillM in lil'c's tempestuous tide» 
If once her feeble bark re^iede. 
Or deviate from tlie course decreed. 
In vain she seeks the friendless shore. 
Her 'Swifter folly flies before; 
The circling ports against her close. 
And shut the wand*rer from repose, 
'Till, by coniiicling waves -oppress'd. 
Her found'ring pinnace sinks to rest. 

Arc there no ofier'mgs to atontf 
For but a single error? — None. 
Though woman is avow'd, of old. 
No daughter of celestial monld. 
Her tempering not without allay. 
And form'd but of the finer clay. 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The strength angelic natures claim; 
Nay more ; for sacred stories tell. 
That e'en immortal angels fell. 

Whatever fills tlie teeming sphere 
Of humid earth, and ambient air. 
With varying elements endu'd, 
Was forni'd to fall, and rjse renew'd. 

The stars no fix'd duration know. 
Wide oceans ebb, again to flow. 




SELECT POEMS. 137 

The moon repletes her waning face. 
All beauteous from her late disgrace, 
And suns, that mourn approachiug night. 
Refulgent rise with new-born light. 

In vain may death and time subdue, 
IVhile Nature mints her race anew. 
And holds some vitaJ spark apart, 
like virtue, hid in ev*ry heart. 
*Tis hence reviving warmth is seen 
To clothe a naked world in green. 
No longer barr'd bj winter's cold. 
Again the gates of life unfold ; 
Again each insect tries his wing. 
And lifts fresh pinions on the spring; 
Again from ev'ry latent root 
The bladed stem, and tendril shoot. 
Exhaling incense to the skies. 
Again to perish and to rise. 

And must weak woman then disown 
The change to which a world is prone? 
In one meridian brightness shme. 
And ue*er like evening suns decline? 
Resolv'd and firm alone? — Is this 
What we demand of woman ? — Yes. 

But should the spark of vestal fire 
In some unguarded hour expire. 
Or should the nightly thief invade 
Hcsperia*8 chaste and sacred shade. 
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Of all the blooming spoil poaseM'd* 
The dragon Honour charmM to resl« 
Shall virtne's flame no more return? 
No more with virgin splendour bum ^ 
No more the ravag'd garden blow 
With spring's succeeding blossom? — So. 
Pity may moam, but not restore ; 
And woman falls, to rise no laore. 

Witliin this sublunary sphere 
A country lies — no matter where; 
The cHiae may readily be found 
By all, who tread poetic ground. 
A stream call*d Life across it glides. 
And equally the land divides; 
And here, of Vice the prorince lies; 
And there, the bills of Virtue rise. 

Upon a mountain's airy stand. 
Whose summit look'd to cither land. 
An ancient pair their dwelling Ghose» 
As well for prospect as repose ; 
For mutual faith they long were fam*d» 
And Tcrop'rance and Religion nam'd. 

A num'rous progeny divine 
Confessed the honours of their line; 
But in a little daughter fair 
Was ccntr'd more tlian half their care ; 
For heav'n, to gratulate her birth, 
Gave signs of future joy to earth ; 
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White wai the robe diif mfiMit wore. 
And Chasd^ the ntmc she bore. 

As flow the iniid in stature grew, 
(A flow'r just op'ning Co the view) 
Oft through her native lawns she stimj'd* 
And wrestling with the lambkins play'd ; 
Her looks diffosiTe sweets beqoeath*d, 
The breeie grew purer as she breath'd^ 
The mom her radiant blush assumed. 
The ^nring with earlier fragrance bloom'd> 
And nature yearly took delight. 
Like her, to drees the world in white. 

But when her rising form was seen 
To reach the crisis of fifteen. 
Her parents up the mountain's head 
With anxious step their darling led; 
By turns they snatch'd her to their breast. 
And thus the fears of age express'd : 

" O joyful cause of many a care ! 
O daughter, too divinely fairl 
Yon world on this important day 
Demands thee to a dangerous way; 
A painful journey all must go. 
Whose doubtful period none can know. 
Whose due direction who can find. 
Where reason's mute, and sense b blind ? 
Ah, what unequal leaders these, 
Through loch a wide, perplcxiog naael 
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Then mark the waningi of die wiie» 
And learn what love and yeafi adTiie. 

Far to the right thy proipect I 
Where yonder tow'ring hills i 
Lo, there the arduous path's in vietr. 
Which Virtue and her sons pnisae; 
With toil o'er lessening earth they iise» 
And gain, and gain upon the skies. 
Narrow's the way her children tread. 
No walk for Pleasure smoothly spread* 
But rough, and difficult, and steep^ 
Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 

" Fruiu immature those lands dtspenst, 
A food indelicate to sense. 
Of taste unpleasant; yet from those 
Pure health, with cheerful vigour, flows^ 
And strength, unfeeling of decay. 
Throughout the long laborioas way. 

'* Ilcncei as they scale that heav'aly road* 
Each limb is lightenM of its load; 
From earth refining still they go. 
And leave the mortal weight below; 
Then spreads the straight, the doubtful cletts» 
And smooth the rugged path appears; 
For custom turns fiitigue to ease. 
And, taught by Virtue, Pain can please, 

" At length the toilsome journey o*er« 
And near the brigbt celestial shore* 
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A gulf, blacki fearfal, and profoimd, 
Appeara» of either world the bound. 
Through darkness leading up to light ; 
Sense backward shrinks and shuns the sight; 
For there the transitory train 
Of time, and form, and care, and pain. 
And matter's gross incumb'ring roass^ 
Man's late associates, cannot pass. 
But sinking, quit th' immortal charge. 
And leave the wond'ring soul at large* 
Lightly she wings her obvious way. 
And mingles with eternal day. 

" Thither, O thither wing thy speed. 
Though pleasure charm, or pain impede ; 
To such th' all-bounteous pow'r has giv'n. 
For present earth, a future heav'n; 
For trivial loss, unmeasured gain. 
And endless bliss» for transient pain; 

" Then fear, ah! fear to turn thy sight. 
Where yonder flow'ry fields invite ; 
Wide on the left the path-way bends, 
And with pernicious ease descends; 
There sweet to sense, and fair to show. 
New-planted Edens seem to blow. 
Trees that delicious poison bear. 
For death is vegetable there. 

" Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd. 
Each sinew slack'ning at the taste. 
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The tool to ptMiOB yiddi her 1 

And sees with ctpna not bar own; 

While, like the tloaib'rer Id the m^ 

Pleu'd with the ifaadowy dmai o£ ligllf 

Before her alicuted eym. 

The sceoet of fairy-bnd i 

The puppet woiid'f i 

Dipt m the gMlycoloar'd bow, 

Sceptrei, aod wreathf. and giitt'ring thuagi* 

Tlic toys of in&nti* and of kingib 

Tliat tempt along the baneful plain 

The idly wise and lightly vain* 

Till merging on the gulphy sboiVj 

Sudden they tink> imd rise no more. 

" But list to what diy firtcs declare; 
Though thou art woman, firail at §Mt, 
If once thy sliding foot should ilrey* 
Once quit yon heav'n-appointed way. 
For thee, lost maid, for thee alone. 
Nor pray'rt shall plead, nor teara i 
Reproach, tcoro, infamy, and hate. 
On thy returning steps shall wai^ 
Thy form be loath'd by ev'ry eye,' 
And cv*ry foot thy pretence fly." 

Tlius arm'd with words of potent i 
Like guardian-angelt plac'd aroand* 
A charm by truth dirinely cait^ 
Forward pnr young adrenc'rer pau'd. 
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Forth from her sacred eye-lids seat. 
Like mofi^ fore-numiog radiance went. 
While HcMiovr, huid-fnaid Ute asogn'df 
Upheld her lucid train behind. 

Awe-struck, the much-ad u i iri ng crowd 
Before the virgin vision bow'd* 
Gas'd with aa ever-ocw delight. 
And caug^ fresh viitBe at tbesight*. 
For not oC earth's unequal fraase 
They deem*d the heav'n-componnded Dane ; 
If matter, sure the most refin'd, 
High wrought, and temper*d into mind. 
Some darlmg daughter of the day. 
And body'd by her native ray. • 

Where'er she fmsses thousands bend. 
And thoutands, where she moves, attend ; 
Her ways obaervant eyes confess. 
Her steps pursuing praises bless; 
While to the elevated maid 
Oblations, as to heav'n, are paid. 

Twas on an ever-blithsome day. 
The jovial birtli of rosy May, 
When genial warmth, no more snppress'd. 
New melts the frost in every breast. 
The cheek with secret flushing dyes. 
And looks kind things from chastest eyes; 
The sun with healthier visage glows. 
Aside his dooded kerchief throws. 
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And dances up th' etberetl plaiB 
Where late he us'd to climb with ] 
While Nature, as from bonds set ftw^ ^ 
Springs out, and gives a loose to glee. 

And now for momentary rest, 
Tlie Nymph her travell'd step repreas'd. 
Just tum'd to view the stage attun'd. 
And glory'd in the height she gain'd. 

Out-stretch'd before her wide natey. 
The realms of sweet Perdition Wrf, 
And pity touch'd her soul with woe» 
To see a world so lost below; 
When straight the breeie began to breathe 
Airs, gently wafted from beneathp 
That bore commiauon'd witrhcrmft thenM, 
And reach'd her s^'mpathy of sense; 
No sounds of discord, that disclose 
A people sunk, and lost in woca. . 
But as of present good possess'd» . 
The very triumph of the bless'd. 
The maid in wrapt attention hnng» 
While thus approaching ^ens snag: 
" Hither, fairest, hither haste* 
Brightest bfauty, come and taste 
What the pow'rs of bliss unfold. 
Jo3's, too mighty to be told ; 
Taste what ecstasies they giTe» 
Dying raptures taste, and live. 
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"'In thy lap, diadaining metamt. 
Nature empties all her treasore. 
Soft desires, that sweelly languish. 
Fierce delights, that rise to anguish; 
Fairest, dost thou yet delay? 
Brightest beauty, come away. 

"List not when the froward chide. 
Sons of pedantry and pride, 
Snarlers, to whose feeble sense 
April sunshine is offence ; 
Age and envy will advise. 
E'en against the joy they prize. 

" Come, in Pleasure's balmy bowl 
Slake the thirstings of thy soul. 
Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoymedt, past the painting; 
Fairest, dost thou yet delay? 
. Brightest beauty, come away." 

So amS^ the Syrens, as of yore. 
Upon the false Ausonian shore ; 
And, O ! for that preventing chain, . 
That bound Ulysses on the main. 
That so our fair-one might withstand 
The covert ruin now at hand. 

The song her chanu'd attention drew 
When now the tempters stood in view ; 
- Curiosity, with prying eyes. 
And hands of busy, bold emprise ; 
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like HeraMi» fosOiOT'd were ha€t^ 
And, like forefuaning Fbnejt iaot 
By search uotMighfi bj toil oatirN^ 
To noTehy ihe ftill •spv'd. 
Tasteless of ct^ good powcii*d» 
And but in expectatioo blen^d. 

With her« aaoeiata, Plauare cun^ 
Gay Pleasare, frolio-loviiig daiMb 
Her mien all iwiminiiig in delight 
Her beaatics half revoal'd to Mgibt; 
Loose flow'd her gansMnts frooi tha gmaa^ 
Aiid caught the kissing windi aroaiid. 
As erst Bledaaa's looks were knaam 
To turn beholders into itoDa« 
A dire reversiou here thty falt^ 
And in the eye of Pleasure melt 
Her glance with sweet persuasion chara'd^ 
Vnnerv'd the strong, the steel'ddisaia'd; 
No safety eVn the flying find. 
Who, vent'rons, kiok bat onoa behihd. 

Thus was the uiach-adaiiiing Mmd, 
While distant, oiore than half betfaj'd. 
With smiles and adulation bUndL 
They joiii'd her side, and scia'd har hand; 
Their touch envenom'd iwaels inslill'dv 
Her frame with new palsationi thrill'd| 
While half consenting, half deajiagy 
Repugnant now, and now oonpljii^ 
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Amidit • wir of hopes und feai% 
Of tremUiDg wiihea^ nniling tean» 
SdU down and down the winning Pair* 
Conpell'd die straggling, yielding Fair. 

As wImo some stately vessel booad 
To blest Arabia's distant ground. 
Borne from ber courses, baply lights 
Where Barea's flow'ry clime invites^ 
Conceal'd aroond whose treacherous land 
Lurks the dire rock and dang'rous sand; 
The pilot warns with sail and oar 
To shun the much-suspected shore 
In Tain; the tide, too subdy strong 
Still bears the wrestling bark alonf^ 
TiU foond'ring she resigns to hte. 
And sinks o'crwhefan'd with all her freight. 

So, bafling er'ry bar to an. 
And Heaveif s own pilot piae'd within. 
Along the* devious smooth descent. 
With pow*rs increasing as they wen^ 
The Dames, accustooi'd to subdue. 
As with a rapid current drew, 
Amd &a the fiUal bounds convey'd 
The hist, the long rehictant Maid. 

Here alop^ ye fair ones, and beware. 
Nor send yoor Ibnd affections there; 
Yet, yet your darling, now deplored, 
May-tam to you, and heav'n, restored; 



i^or, with the guilty world. 
The fortmu's of a wretch be 
Bill o'er her taihng ciisl a \ 
Renieiub'ring you yoursciv< 

And uow from all-enquiri 
Fast fled the conscious shad 
Tlie Damsel, from a short re 
Confounded at her plight, a 

As when, with tlumb'rous 
Some wealthy miser sinki to 
Where felons eye the giitf n 
And steal his hord of joys « 
He, borne where golden lad 
Of pearl and qoarry'd diamc 
Like Midas turns the glebe 1 
And stands all wrapt amidst 
But wakens, naked, and cles] 
Of that, for which his years ] 

So iar'd the Nymph, her 1 
And tum'd, like Niobe, to st 
Within, without, obscure, ani 
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These* Virtne ! tiiese the joys tliey find, 

Who leave thy hcav'n-topt hills behind? 

Shade ne, ye pineib ye cavenis* hide# 

Ye mouatains* Gover me!*' she cry'd. 
Her trumpet slander rais'd on high. 

And told the tidings to ttie sky; 

Contempt discharged a living dait, 

A side-long viper to her heart; 

Reproach breath'd poisons o'er her face. 

And aoil'd and blasted ev'ry grace; 

Officious Shame* her handmaid new* 

Still turn'd the mirror to her view; 

While those* in crimes the deepest dy'd* 
Approached* to whiten at her side* 
And ev'ry lewd insulting dame 
Upon her folly rose to fame. 

What should she do? Attempt once more 
To gain the late^eserted shore? 
So trusting, back the idoumer flew. 
As fast the train of fiends pursae* 

Again the farther fthore^s attained* 
Again the land of Virtue gain'd ; 
But Echo gathers in the wind* 
And shows her instant foes behind. 
Amas'd*.with headlong speed she tends* 
Where late she left a host of friends; 
Alas ! those shrinking friends decline* 
Nor longer own that form divine, 
L 



From earth thus hoping ai 
T(» heav'n uot daring to con 
No truce bv hostile cUiuoui 
And from the face of friend 
The Nymph sunk prostrate < 
Witli all her weight of woes 

Enthron*d within a circlii 
Upon a mount, o'er monnta: 
All radiant sat, as in a ihrin 
Virtue, first effloence divine 
Far, far above the scenes of 
That shut this cloud-wrapt « 
Superior goddess, essence br 
Beauty of uncreated light. 
Whom should mortality surv 
As doom'd upon a certain d 
The breath of frailty must es 
The world diiisolve in living 
The gems of heav'n and sob 
Be quench'd by her eternal 
And nature, auick'ninor in ht 
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Which tiuree nd listen of tlie ihMlc, 
Paia, Cwe, and Melaochol j, made. 

Through this her aU-enqnirmg eye. 
Attentive fiooi her ftation high» 
Beheld, aba&don'd to detpair. 
The ruins of her fa^'rite Fair; 
And, with a timco whose awful sound 
Apaird the. guilty world around* 
Bid the tumultooas winds he still; 
To numbers bow'd each Ust'ning hill, 
Uncurl'd the surging of the mam, 
And smooth*d the thorny bed of pain, 
The golden harp of heav'n she strung. 
And thus the tuneful goddess sung : 

" Lovely Penitent, arise. 
Come and claim thy kindred skies» 
Come, thy sister angels say. 
Thou hast wept thy stains away. 

" Let experience now decide 
'Twixt the good and evil try'd : 
In ihc smooth enchanted ground^ 
Say, unfold the treasures found. 

" Structures rais'd by morning dreaou^ 
Sands that trip the flitting streamy, 
Down that anchors on the air. 
Clouds that paint their changes there. 
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" Seas that smoothly dimpiii^ lie» 
While the storra impends on high^ 
Showing in an ohvious glass, 
Joys that in possession pass. 

" Transient, fickle, light, tad gay, 
Flatt'ring only to betray. 
What, alas ! can life contain ? 
Life! like all its circles — vaio. 

" Will the stork, intending rest. 
On the billow build her nest ? 
Will the bee demand his store 
From the bleak and bladeless shore? 

" Man alone, intent to stray^ 
Ever turns from wisdom*s way. 
Lays up wealth in foreign land. 
Sows the sea, and ploughs the sand. 

" Soon this elemental mass. 
Soon th' incumb'ring world shall pass. 
Form be wrapt in wasting fire. 
Time be spent, and life expire. 

** Then, ye boasted works of men. 
Where is^our assylum then? 
Sods of Pleasure, sons of Care, . 
Tell me, mortals, tell me where? 

'* Gone, like tracer on the deep. 
Like a sceptre grasp'd in sleep. 
Dews exhal'd from morning glades. 
Melting snows, and gliding shades. 
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*' Past the world, and what* t behind ?— 
Virtue's gold, bj fire refin'd; 
From a universe deprav'd* 
From the wreck of nature sav'd. 

" Like the life-fupporting grain, 
Fruit of patience and of pain« 
On the swain's autumnal day, 
Winnow'd from the chaff awaj. 

" Little trembler, fear no more. 
Thou hast plenteous crops m stoK ! 
Seed, by genial sorrows sown, 
More than all thy scomers own. 

" What though hostile earth despise, 
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 
Heav'n thy friendless steps shall guidet 
Cheer thy hours, and guard thy side. 

*' When the fatal trump shall sound. 
When th' immortals pour around, 
Heav'n shall thy return attest, 
Hail'd by myriads of the blest. 

" Little native of the skies. 
Lovely penitent, arife. 
Calm thy bosom, clear thy brow. 
Virtue is thy sister now. 

" More delightful are my woes. 
Than the rapture pleasure knows; 
Richer far the weeds I "bring. 
Than the robes that grace a king. 
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" On m J wan, of ihoftest dale. 
Crowns of endless triumph wait) 
Oil my cares a period Meat, 
On my toils eternal rest. 

« Come, with Virtae at thy sidc;^ 
Come, be ev'ry bar defj'd, 
'Till we gain our native shore. 
Sister, come, and turn no more.'* 



ADAM'S MORNING HYMN. 

BY MILTON. 

These are Thy glorious works. Parent of good, 

Almighty ! Thine this universal frame. 

Thus wondrous fair; Thyself how wondroos thai! 

Unspeakable, who sitt'st above these heav'm, 

To us invisible, or dimly seen 

In these Thy lowest works; yet these dedart 

Thy goodness beyond thought, and pow'r divine. 

Speak ye who best can tell, ye sous x*f light. 

Angels ! for ye behold him, and with songs 

Ami choral symphonies, day without night* 

Circle his throne rejoicing; ye in heaven. 

On earth join all ye creatures to extol 

Him furst, him last, him midst, and witbont end. 

Fairest of stars, last in the train of night. 

If better ihou belong not to the dawn. 

Sure pledge of day, that crown*st the smilJAg nora 
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With thy bright circlet, praise him in thy sphn-e. 
While day arises, that sweet hour of prime. 
Thoa ton, of this great world both eye and soul. 
Acknowledge him thy greater; sound his praise 
In thy eternal course, both when thou climb'st. 
And when high noon hast gained, and when thou fall's!. 
Moon, that now meet'st the orient son, now ily'st 
With the fix'd stars, 6x*d in their orb that flies; 
And ye five other wandering fires that move 
In mystic dance, not without song, resound 
His praise, who out of darkness call'd up light. 
Air, and ye elements, the eide&t birth 
Of nature's womb, that in quaternion run 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix. 
And nourish all things; let your ceaseless change 
Vary to our great Maker still new praise. 
Ye mists and exhalations that now rise 
From hill or streammg lake, dusky or gray. 
Till the sun paints your fleecy skirts with gold. 
In honour to the world*s great Author rise. 
Whether to deck with clouds th' uncolour'd sky. 
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers, 
Rising or falling still advance his praise. 
His praise, ^e winds, that from four quarters blow. 
Breathe soft or load; and wave your tops, ye pines. 
With every plant, in sign of worship wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow. 
Melodious murmurs warbling, tune bis praise. 
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Join voices, all ye living sonlf, je birds» 
That singing up to heaven-gate aicend. 
Bear on yoor wingt and in year notes hb 
Ye that in waters glide, and ye that walk 
The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep; 
Witness, if I be silent, mom or even. 
To hill or valley* fountain or fresh shade. 
Made vocal by my song, and taught his praiie. 
Hail, universal Lord! be bounteous still 
To give us only good ; and if the night 
Have gather*d aught of evil, or coDceal'd# 
Disperse it, as now light dupels the dark. 



DISCOURSE 

BETWEEN ADAM AND EVE 

ON RETIRING TO REST. 

BY THE SAME. 

Now came still evening on, and twili^t gray 
Had iu her sober livery all things clad ; 
Silence accompanied ; for beast and hitd, 
'Jl)cy to their grassy couch, these to Hieir neM 
Were slunk, all but the wakeful nigbtiDgale; 
She all night long her amorous descant fung: 
Silence was pleas'd t now glow*d the i 
With living sappliires. Hesperus, that led 
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The ftarrj host, rode brightest, till the moonw 
Rising in clonded majestVf at length 
Apparent queen, anveil'd her peerless light. 
And o'er the dark her silver mantle threw. 

When Adam thus to Ere : " Fair consort* th' hour 
Of night, and all things now retir'd to rest. 
Mind us of like repose, since God hath set 
Labour and rest, as day and night, to men 
Successive ; and the timely- dew of sleep. 
Now falling with soft slumb'rous weight, inclines 
Our eye-hds: other creatures all day long 
Rove idly unemployed, and lefts need rest; 
Man hath his daily work of body or mind 
Appointed, which declares hb dignity. 
And the regard of heav'n on all his ways; 
While other animals unactive range. 
And of their doings God takes no account. 
To-morrow, ere fresh morning streak the east 
With first approach of light, we must be risen. 
And at our pleasant labour, to reform 
Yon flow'ry arbours, yonder alleys green. 
Our walk at noon, with branches overgrown, 
That mock our scant manuring, and require 
More hands than ours to lop their wanton growth ; 
Those blossoms also, and those dropping gums, 
Tliat lie bestrown, unsightly and uiismooth. 
Ask riddance, if we mean to tread with ease : 
Meanwhile, as nature wills, night bids us rest." 



158 SELECT FOEBfS. 

To whom thai Ete, with perfect htamtj i 
" My author and dbpowr. mkU thoa 1 
Unargu'd I obey; ao God ordaiw: 
God is thy law, thou mine: to know I 
Is woman's happiest knowledge «id her | 
With thee convershig, I forget all tune; 
All seasons and their changef ell pleeae alike. 
Sweet is the breath of morn* her liuig twee^ 
Witli charm of earliest birds; pleftHtt the mm 
When first on this deUghtfni knd he apraida 
His orient beams* on herb^ tree^ frai^ «id t^% 
Gliftt'ring witli dew; fragrant the Icftile earth 
After soft sliow'rs; and sweet the cooing on 
Of gratefal evening mild ; then sUcnt nigh^ 
With this her solemn bird* and thb £ur boqi^ 
jVnd these ttie gems of Hcaveiu her atwiy trui: 
But neither breath of mom, when she eicaidi 
With charm of earliest birds; nor rising loa 
On thb delightful land; nor herb» fmit* flow't, 
Glisf ring with dew; nor fragrance after show'nf 
Nor grateful evening mild; nor silent ni|^ 
With this her solemn bird ; nor walk by nooo 
Or giitt'riug star-light, without thee is sweet. 
But wherefore all night long shine these? for vAoa 
This glorious sight» when sleep bath shut all tiymf* 

To whom our general anccatw reply 'd: 
" Daughter of God and maiw ecoompiish'd fiv^ 
These have their course to finish rowid the euth 
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By monow eTeningf and from land to land 
In order, though to nations yet unborn, 
Mmist'ring light prep«r'd, they let and rise; 
Lest total darkness should by night regain 
Her old possession, and extinguish life 
In nature and in all things; which these soft fires 
Not only enlighten, but with kindly heat 
Of various influence foment and warm, 
Temper or nourish, or in part shed down 
Their stellar rirtoe on all kinds that grow 
On earth, made hereby apter to receive 
Perfection from the sun's more potent ray. 
These then, though unbeheld in deep of night« 
Shine not in vain; nor think, though men were none. 
That Heav'n would want spectators, God want praise. 
Millions of spiritnal creatures walk the earth 
Unseen, both when we wake and when we sleep: 
All these with ceaseless praise his works behold 
Both day and night. How often fitmi the steep 
Of echoing hill or thicket have we heard 
Celestial voices to the midnight air, i 

Sole, or responnve to each other's note. 
Singing tlieir great Creator? oft in bands 
While they keep watch, or nightly rounding walk 
With heav*nly touch of instrumental sounds; 
In full harmonic numbef join'd, their songs 
Divide the night, and lift our thoughts to Heaten." 

Thus talking, hand in band, alone they pass'd 
On to their blissful bower. 
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MARRIAGE. 

BY BB. OOTTOV. 

Fairi»t» thb Viiioii b tiiy dae^ 
I form'd th' instroctiTe plan lor joo. 
Slight not the rules of thooghtfbl sfC^ 
Your welfare actairtet every PH^; 
But ponder well mj ncred themes 
And treoible, while you read my DteuB. 

ThoM BwfBl wotdi» " till deirth do pei^" 
May well alarm the yoatfafiil heart; 
Vo aiter-dioaght when once a wife; 
The die b cast, and cast for life; 
Yet thousands ▼enture er'ry day. 
As some base passion leads the way. 
Pert Sylvia talks of wedlocbteene% 
Though hardly enter'd on her teens; 
Smiles on her whining spark, and bears 
The sugar'd speech with rapCor'd ean ; 
, Impatient of a parent's rale. 
She leaves her aire and weds a fool; 
Want enters at the gnardlcm door. 
And Lore b fled> to come no Bwre. 
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Some few there are of tordid mooJd^ 
Who berter yosth uid bloom for gold ; 
Careletft wtdi what or whom they mate. 
Their ruling pasnon's all for state. 
Bnt Hymen, gen'roiis, jvut, and kind, 
Abhort the mercenary mind : 
Such rebeU groan beneath his rod. 
For Hymen's a vindictive god : 
" Be joyless every nighty" he said, 
" And barren be their nofytial bed !" 

Attend, my fair, to Wisdom's voice, 
A better fate shall crown thy choice. 
A married life, to speak the best» 
Is all a lottery confest: 
Yet if my faiiHme will be wise; 
I will insore my girl a priae; 
Thoogh not a prise to match thy wortlv 
Perhaps thy eqnal's not on earth. 

Tis an important point to know. 
There's oo perfection here below. 
Man's an odd compoond after all. 
And ever has been since the Fall. 
Say, that he loves you horn his soul. 
Still man is proud, nor brooks controul ; 
And though a slave in Love's soft school. 
In wedlock claims his right to role. 
The best, in short, has faults about him; 
If few those faults, you must not flout him. 
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With 8oiiie> indeed, yoa can't < 
As want of temper and of aeoie. 
For when tlie sun deaerU the skie«« 
And the dull winter eveningi riae» 
Then for a husband's social pow'r* 
To furra the calm, conTeraive hour; 
The treasures of thy breaat explore, . 
From that rich mine to draw the ore; 
Fondly each gen'rous thought refine; 
And give thy native gold to shine; 
Show thee, as really thou art. 
Though fair, yet fairer still at heart. 

Say, when life's purple blossoms fadcw 
As soon they must, thou charuung maid; 
Wheii in thy cheeks the roses die, 
And sickness clouds that brilliant eye ; 
Say, when or age or pains invade, 
And those dear limbs shall call for aid; 
If thou art fetler'd to a fool. 
Shall not his transient passion cool? 
And when thy health and beauty end» 
Sliall thy weak mate persist a friend? 
But to a man of sense, my dear. 
E'en then thou lovely shalt appear; 
He'll share the griefs that wound thy lieai^ 
And weeping claim the larger part; 
Though age impairs tliat beauteous hce, 
He'll prize the pearl beyond its case. 
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In wedlock when the sexes mtet, 
Frieiubhip is wily tb«A conf^lete. 
" Blest itAte ! where souls each other drsw. 
Where lore is liberty and law!" 
The choicest Ueasing found below. 
That man can wish, or heaven bestow? 
Trust me> ^mm raptures are dinne. 
For lovely Chloe ooee was nine I 
Nor fear the varnish of ny style, 
Though poet, I'm estrang'd to guile. 
Ah nie ! my faithful lips impart 
The genuine language of my heart ! 

When bards extol their patrons high» 
Perhaps 'tis gold extorts the lie ; 
Perhaps the poor reward of bread—* 
But who hmam incense to die dead? 
He, whom a fond affection draws. 
Careless of censure or applause ; 
Whose soul is upright and sincere. 
With nought to wish, and nought to fear. . 

Now to my visionary scheme, 
Attend and profit by my Ditam. 

Amidst the slumbers of the night, 
A stately temple rose to sight; 
And ancient as the human race. 
If Nature's purposes you trace. 
This fane, by all the wise rever'd. 
To Wedlock's pow'rfnl god was rear'd. 
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Hard by I «ir • gneefal «gc» 
His locks were homed o'er bj m»|- 
His gmrb wu pkun* hit lund MNMb- 
And wisdom digiiify*d hit aim. 
With curious search his mam I soii|^ 
And found 'twas Hjmen's finr'nto— Hmm^ 
' Apace the giddy crawdt i 
And a lewd satyr led the i 
I griev'd to i 
For oh! whati 
The sage, when thaae mad troopahe ipjU 
In pity flew to join their side: 
The. discontented pairs began 
To rail against him, to a man; 
VowJd- they were strangers to hie naaa^ 
Nor knew from whence die doind ciMii 

But marfc the sec|nel ^fiir Ihb tntb 
Highly concerns irapetaoui youths 
Long ere the honeyHDoon could wamw 
Perdition seis'don ev'ry twain; 
At every house, and all diyr lQiig» 
Repentance ply'd her scorpion thong; 
Disgust was tliere with frowninf mien* 
And every wayward child of spleen. . 

Hymen approach'd his awful fincw 
Attended by a uam*rous train: 
Love, with each soA and namrlan 
Was first hi favour and in placni 
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Then cmd» the god with aolema gnt, 
Whoie cv'ry wofd wm Wg ifkh late; 
His hand a tUouog taper bore* 
That sacred symbol, fam'd of yore: 
Vutoe, adom'd with every charm* 
SustamVl the god's kicwmbent arm: 
Beauty impror'd the gloving tecBO 
With all the roses of eighteen: 
Youth led the gaily smiling hjar. 
His purple pinions wav'd in ait: 
Wealth* a close hunk*, walk'd hobbltug nigh. 
With Tultnre-claw, and eagie^e. 
Who three-score years had seen, or mor«» 
(Tis said his coat had seen a score); 
Proud was the wretch, though clad in rag% 
Presoming much upon his bags. 

A female neit her arts dtsplay'd. 
Poets alone can paint the maid: 
Trust me, Hogarth, (though great thy Csme) 
Twould pose thy skill to draw die same) 
And yet thy mimic pow'r is mote 
Than ever painter's was before: 
Now, she was fair as cygnet's down ; 
Now, as Matt Prior's Emma brown; 
And changing as tlie changing ilow'rj 
Her dress she varied every hour : 
'Twas Fancy, child I— You know the fair. 
Who pins your gown, and sets your hair 
M 
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Lo! the god mounts his throne of sUtc, 
And sits the arbiter of fate.: 
His head, with radiant glories drest. 
Gently reclin'd on Virtue's breast: 
Love took his station on the right. 
His quiver beam'd with golden light. 
Beauty usurp'd the second place. 
Ambitious of distinguish'd grace; 
She clainrd this ceremonial joy, 
Becau«»e related to tlie boy ; 
(Said it was hers to point his dart. 
And speed its passage to the heart) 
While on the god's inferior hand 
Fancy and Wealth obtain'd their stand. 

And now the hallow'd rites proceed. 
And now a thousand heart-strings bleed. 
I saw a blooming, treroblmg bride, 
A toothless lover join'd her side; 
Averse she tum'd her weeping face, 
;Vnd shudder'd at the cold embrace. 

But various baits their force impart; 
Thus titles lie at Celiacs heart : 
A passion much too foul to name. 
Costs supercilious prudes their fame: 
Prudes wed to publicans and sinoers, 
: hungry poet weds for diimers. 
\ god with frown indignant riew'd 
I The rabble covetous or lewd; 
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By ev'ry rice his altars stain'd* 
By er'ry fool his rites profan'd : 
When Love cooipluii'd of Wealth aloud. 
Affirming Wealth debanch'd the crowd ; 
Drew vp in form his heavy charge. 
Desiring to be heard at large. 

The god consents* the throng divide. 
The young espotts'd the plaintiff *s side; 
The old dedar'd for the defendant. 
For age is money's sworn attendant. 

Love said, that wedlock was designed 
By gracious Heaven to match the mind ; 
To pair the tender and the just. 
And his the delegated trust: 
That Wealth had pUy'd a knavish part. 
And taught the tongue to wrong the heart; 
But what avails the faithless voice? 
The injor'd heart disdains the choice. 

Wealth straight reply'd, that Love was blind. 
And talk*d at random of the mind ; 
That killing eyes, and bleeding hearts^ 
And all th' artillery of darts. 
Were long ago exploded fancier 
And langh*d at even b romances: 
Poets indeed style love a treat. 
Perhaps for want of better meat; 
And love might be delicious fare. 
Could we, like poet^ live on air. 



.-"— 1 - -irc^i- 'rase .c 't9vr, 
-. •• •. ■ • :> If c:ir»frCM»d. 

» •:! r.:*^ :•• ="»* t a» canif.. 

u L;» >•:.•f'^ kZir rr Jr&jt*d load: 




SELECT POEMS. 169 

The god was stodious to employ 
His cares to aid the vanquished boy. 
And therefore iasti'd his decree. 
That the two parties straight agree ; 
When boHi obey'd the god*s commands, 
And Love and Riches jom'd their hands. 

What wondrous change in each was wrooglit. 
Believe me, fair, sorpaaMS thonght. 
If Love had many charms before, 
He now bad charms ten thousand more. 
If Wealtli had serpents in his breast. 
They now are dead, ur Iull*d to rest. 

Beauty, that vain afRxTted thin^ 
Who join'd the Hymeneal rmg, 
Approach'd with round unthinking face. 
And thus the trifler states her case: 

She said, that Love*s complaints, *twas known, 
Exactly tall^'d with her own; 
That Wealth had learned the fekm's arts. 
And robh*d her of a thousand hearts; 
Desiring judgment against Wealth, 
For falsehood, perjury, and stealth. 
All which she could on oath depose. 
And hop^d the court would slit his nose. 

Bat Hymen, when be heard her name, 
Call'd her an interlopmg dame ; 
Look'd throug^i the crowd with angry state, 
And blam'd the porter at the gale. 
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For giving entnoce to the fair. 
When she was no essential there. 

To sink this haughty tyrant's pride. 
He ordered Fancy to preside. 
Hence when debates on beaaty rise* 
And each bright fair disputes the prisc^ 
To Fancy's court we straight apply* 
And wait the sentence of her eye; 
In Beauty's realms she holds the seal% 
And her awards preclude appeals. 




ADVICE TO A LADY. 

BY 
GEORGE LORD LYTTELTON. 

The counsels of a friend, Belinda, hear. 
Too roughly kind to please a lady's ear; 
Unlike the flatt'ries of a lover's pen. 
Such trutlis as women seldom learn from meo. 
Nor think I praise you ill, when thus I show 
What female vanity might fear to know: 
Some merit's mine, to dare to be sincere; 
Bat greater yoars, sincerity to bear. 
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Hard b the fortune that your aex attendi; 
Women, like princes, find few real friends: 
All who approach them their own ends pursue : 
Lovers and ministers are seldom true. 
Hence oft from Reason heedless Beaut j strays. 
And the most trusted guide the most betrays: 
Hence, by fond dreams of fancy'd pow*r amos'd. 
When most you tyrannise you're most abus*d. 

What is your sex's earliest, latest car^ 
Your heart's supreme ambition P To be fair: 
For this the toilet ev'ry thought employs. 
Hence all the toils of dreas, and all the joys : 
For this, hands, lips, and eyes are put to school. 
And each instructive feature has its rule : 
And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv'n. 
Not to disgrace the partial boon of heav'n I 
How few with all their pride of form can move I 
How few are lovely, that were made for love ! 
Do you, my fair, endeavour to possess 
An elegance of mind as well as dress ; 
Be that your ornament, and know to please 
By graceful Nature's unaffected ease. 

Nor make to dang'rons wit a vain pretence. 
But wisely rest content with modest sense ; 
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain. 
Too strong for feeble women to sustain ; 
Of those who claim it, more than half have none. 
And half of those who have it, are undone. 
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Be still superior to joor •ez't tft% 
Nor Uiink dishonesty • proof of puts; 
For ^ou the plttnest is the wisest mlc^ 
A cunning woman b a knaTish fool. 

Be. good yourself, Dof think •nolher'e i 
Can raise yoor merit, or adore yoor fone. 
Prades rail at whores» as statawen in disgrace 
At ministers, because they wish tbdr plaee. 
Virtue b amiable, mild, serene. 
Without all beauty, and all peace withb: 
The lionour of a pmde b rage and stons. 
Tis ugliness in its most frif^itftl fons: 
Fiercely it stands defying gods and men. 
As fiery nioniters guard a giant's den. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great: 
A woman's noblest station b retreat; 
Her fairest virtues Hy from paUic si|^. 
Domestic worth, that shuns too strong a Uglrt: 

To rougher man Ambition's task resiipt 
Tb our'b in seuates or in conrts to siune» 
To labour for a sunk corrupted state. 
Or dare the rage of Envy, and be grant. 
One only care yoor gentle brent riioald movc^ 
Th' important business t»f yoor life b love: 
To thb great point direct yoor constant mait 
Thb makes your happiness, and thb your faraa, 

Be never cool reserve with passion joia'd; 
With caution chnse; hot tbaa b« ted^ kind. 
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The lelfish heart, tbtt bat by halves is gL^'u, 
Shall find no place in Love's deligbtfnl heav*n; 
Here sweet eitremes alone can truly bless — 
The virtne of a lover is excess. 

Contemn tbe little pride of giving pain. 
Nor think that conquest jostifies disdain; 
Short is the period of insulting pow'r; 
Offended Cnpid finds his vengeful hour. 
Soon will resume the empire which he gave. 
And soon the tyrant shall become the slave. 
Blest is the naid, and worthy to be blest, 
Whose soul, entire by him she loves potsess'd. 
Feels 5!v'ry vanity in fondness lost. 
And asks no pow*r but that of pleasing most: 
Hers is the bliss in jest return to prove 
The honest warmth of undiisembled love; 
For her, inconstant man might cease to range. 
And gratitude forbid desire to change. 

But lest harsh Care the lover's peace destroy. 
And ronghly blight the tender buds of joy. 
Let Reason teach what Passion fain would hide. 
That Hymen's bands by Prudence should be ty'd, 
Venus in vain the wedded pair would crown. 
If angry Fortune on their union frown : 
Soon will the flatf ring dream of bliss he o'er. 
And doy'd imaginatioa cheat no more; 
Then waking to the sense of lasting pain, 
MTith mutual tears tbe nuptial coucb they stain. 
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And that fond lore« whidi tiMiild afod relief 
Does bat iiicreue the uigniili of their grieC 
While both could eener their ovm Mrrom beer, 
Than the tad knowledge of each other'a care. 

Yet may yoo rather £eel that ▼irtoost pMW 
Than sell your violated chame for gam; 
Than wed the wretch whom you dcqiiw» or hate. 
For the glare of oseleM wealth or itatiB. 
The most abandoned prottitutci are they 
Who not to love, but av'rkef fhll a prey: 
Nor aught avails the ipecioui name of wife; 
A maid so wedded, is a whore for life. 

E'en in the happiest choice, where fav*riiig heaveti 
His equal love and easy fortune giveiw 
Think not, the husband gain'd, that all is done; 
The price of happiness must still be won; 
And o(t, the carelen find it to their cost. 
The lover in the husband may be lost; 
The Graces might alone his heart allure; 
They and the Virtues meeting nipst secure. 
Let e*en your prudence wear the pleasfaig drcia 
Of care for him* end anaions tendemesi. 
From kind concern aboat his weal or woc» 
Let each domestic duty seem to flow; 
Endearing every conunoo act of life^ 
The mistress still shall cbam him In the wifel 
And wrinkled age shall anobeerr'd oone o^ 
B4!fore his eye perccivet out beaoty foon: 
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£*en o*er jour cold ind erer-tiicred arc, 
Hb cooftaot flame shall nnextinguish'd barn. 
Tis thuiy Bel'mda, I your charms improre. 
And form yoor heart to all the aits of lore; 
The task were harder to secure my own 
Against the pow'r of those already known; 
For well yoa twist the secret chains that hiud 
With gentle force the captivated mind, 
Skiird ev'ry aoft attraction to empby. 
Each flatfring hope, and each alluring joy, 
I own yoar genius, and from you receive 
The rules of pleasing, which to you I gire. 



A FAIRY TALE. 



BY DB. PABNBX.L. 



In Britain's isle and Arthur's days. 
When Midnight Fairies daunc'd the mase, 

Liv'd Edwin of the Green: 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, sense, and truth. 

Though badly shap'd be been. 
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SEXECT 



Hit moantain back 

To meuure heiglit «gaiMI Ui 

And lift itielfabiHre; 
Yet •pite of ftU tiat 
To make liis oncooth ft 

Thn cmtore dar*d to IAm^ 



He felt the chttn of Bdilh*i «jt% 
Nor wanted hope to pra thefriHW 

. Could Udiei look withtos 
But one Sir TopM drett'd wkk m^ 
iVnd, if a shape covid win •' b«i^ 
He had a ihape to win. 



£dwin» if right I read mj aob^ 
With slighted pasnon pae'd alonf 

All in the moony light; 
'Twas near an old fmdwintwl couti 
Where sportive fiuriet made renct 

To revel out the night. . 

His heart was drear, hb hope wae enmf^ 
Twas late, 'twat far, the path iMi Imfcf ■ 

That reach'd the i 
With weary stepa he (tnila the 1 
Resolv'd, the daiUing dene he I 

And drops hie 1 
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But sciDt he lays htm on the floor* 
Wbea hollow winds remore the door* 

A trembling rocks the gronnd : 
And* well I ween to count wight* 
At once a hundred tapers light 

On all the walls aromid. 

Now sounding tongues assail his ear* 
Now sounding Ceet apinoachen near* 

And now the sounds increase : 
And from the comer where he laj 
He sees a train profusely gay 

Come prankling o*er the ph^e. 

But (trust me gentles!) nerer yet 
Was dight a masqning half so nest* 

Or half so rich before : 
The country lent the sweet perfumes* 
The sea the pearl* the sky the plumes^ 

The town its silken store* 

Now while he gai'd, a gallant drest 
In flaunting robes above the rest 

With awful accent cry *d : 
" What mortal of a wretched mind* 
Whose nghs iniect the balmy wiud^ 

Has here presmn'd to hide?" 
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At this the swain, whose rent'roiis soal 
No fears of magic art control, 

Advanced in open sight; 
" Nor have I cause of dreed/' be said, 
'* Wlio view, by no presumption led. 

Your revels of the night. 

" 'Twa& grief» for scorn of faithful lore* 
Which made my steps uuweeting rove 
Amid the nightly dew." 
" Tis well — " the gallant cries again. 
We fairies never injure men 
Who dare to tell us true. 

" Exalt thy love-dejectcd heart. 
Be mine the task, or ere we part 
To make thee grief resign; 
Now take the pleasure of thy cbaonee; 
Whilst I with Mab, my partner, daonoe, 
Be little Mable thine." 

He spoke, and all a sudden there 
Light music floats in wanton air; 

The monarch leads the queen: 
The rest their fairie partners found : 
\nd Alable trimly tript the ground 

With Edwin of the Green. 



SELECT POEBfS. 179 

The daaDcing put, tbe board was hud» 
And aker such a feait was made 

As heart aod lip desire. 
Withoaten hands the dishes fly« 
The glasses with a wish come nigh. 

And with a wish retire. 

But now to please the fairie king> 
Full ev'ry deal they laugh and sing. 

And antic feats devise; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape. 
And other some transmute dieir shape 

In Edwin's wond'ring eyes: 

Till one at last, that Robin bight, 
Renown'd for pinching maids by night. 

Has bent him up aloof; 
And full against the beam he flung. 
Where by the back the youth he hung 

To spranl unneath the roof. 

From thence, *' Reverse my charm !" he cries, 
" And let it fairly now suffice 

The gambol has been shown." 
But Oberon answers with a smile, 
*' Content thee, Edwin, for a while. 

The tantage is thine own." 



im 



HeniaMkiallAt 

They smelt l^fiMih 
And heard a flack to 

The whirling 

Haidapp'dl 
To 



W->*=- 



Then KieeaiivflU aft 

And aU at ooea tkfl |pv«n 4% 
IV>or Sdwin fiiOito i«r| 

Forlorn i 

Wai never in||ft ia wdk a 
Thioiigb«UllM 

Bat ioon at Dam ApaWn loi^ . 
Foil joUy deataia hopa >• fM 

He feels hit tek iIm 1m|. 
HishoiM 
Hadridhiao^dMl 

Whiehi 



With histy KMJIjtedka lObii 
He seems a daaBdpg aa ha «■! 

His stwy aooa toak wid^ 
And beantaooi 
£ndow*d«ifii 

Withoata 
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The story toM, Sir Topaz moy'4. 
The youth of Edith' enC mpprov'd^ 

To-8ce-the revel scene; 
At close of eve be leares his home. 
And wends to find the min'd dome 

All on the gloomy pbun. 

As there he bides, it so befel« 

The wind came rustling down a dell, 

A shaking seized the wall : 
Up sprung the tapers as before. 
The fairies bragly foot the floor. 

And music fills the hall. 
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But certes» solely sunk with woe> 
Sir Topas sees the Elphin show. 

His spirits in him dye; 
When Obenm crys» " A man is near, 
A mortal passion, cleeped fear. 

Hangs flagging in the sky.*' 



With that Sir Topaz, hapless youth! 
In accents (alt'ring, ay for ruth> 

Intreats them pity graunt; 
" For als he been a mister wight 
Betray 'd by wand'ring in the night 

I'o tread the circled haunt." 

M 



n 
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" Ah Loseli vile !" at once tbej rov; 
" And little skili'd of fairie lore. 

Thy cause to come, we know ; 
Now has thy kestrell courage fell ; 
And fairies, since a lye you tell. 

Are free to work thee woe." 

Then Will, who bears the wispy fire 
To trail the swains among the mire. 

The captive upward flung; 
There like a tortoise in a shop 
He dangled from the chambcr-top» 

Where whilome Edwin hung. 

The revel now proceeds apace. 
Deftly they frisk it o'er the place. 

They sit, they drink, and eat; 
The time with frolic mirth beguile. 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while 

'Till all the rout retreat. 

By this the stars began to wink. 
They shriek, they fly, the tapen sink. 

And down y drops the knight; 
For never spell by fairie laid 
With strong enchantment bound a glade 

Beyond the length of flight. 
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Chill, dark, alonr, adreed, he lay. 
Till up the welkin rose the day. 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er: 
But wot ye well his harder lot^ 
His seely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin lost afore. 

This tale a Sybil-nurse ared; 

She softly stroak'd my youngling head. 

And when the tale was done, 
" Thus some are bom, my son,'* she cries. 
With base impediments to rise. 

And some are bom with none. 

" But Tirtue 'Can itself advance 
To what tlie far'rite fools of chance 

By fbrtune seem'd designed: 
Virtue can gain the odds of fate* 
And from itself shake off the weight 

Upon th' unworthy nund«" 
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ALEXANDER'S FE^VST. 

BT DRYDEN. 

T WAS at the royal feast, for Penia inm. 
By PhUip'0 warlike son : 
Aloft in awful state 
The god-like hero sate 
On hu imperial CbreAe : 
His valiant peers were plac'd ifonnd; 
Their brows with roses and with myrtle boond: 

So should desert in arav be erowi^*d. 
The lovely ThaYs by hb side 
Sat, like a blooming eastern bt)de> 
In flow'r of yovth and be«ity'» pride^ 
Happy, happy, happy pwr! 
None but the brave. 
None but the brave, ^ 
None but the brave deserve the fair. 



Timotheus plac'd on high 
Amid the tuneful quire. 
With flying fingers touch 'd the lyre: 
The trembiing notes ascend the sky. 
And heav'oly jojti 
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The soog began from Jove; 
Who left his blissful seats above« 
Such is the pow*r of nighty love! 
A dragon's fiery form bely'd the god : 
Sublime on radiant spheres he rode* 

When he to lair Olympia pressed* 
And stamp'd an image of himself, a soverttgn of tfas 
world. — 
The list* ning crowd admire the lofbf aooad; 
A present deity, they shout around : 
A present deily, the vaulted roofs rebound : 
With ravish'd ears 
The monarcli hearse 
Assumes the god. 
Affects to nod. 
And seems to shake the ^eres. 

The praise of Bacchus, then, the sweet mosidan anng; 

Of Bacchus ever Sakr, and ever young: 

The jolly god in triumph comes; 

Sound the trumpets, beat the drams; 

Flnsh'd with a purple grace 

He shows his honest face. 
Nowi give Ae hantboy s breath ; he comes, he comes I 

Bacchus ever fair and young, 

Drinking joys did first ordain : 

Bacohus^ blessings are a treasure. 

Drinking is the soldier's pleasure: 
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Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasare ; 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 

Sooth' (1 with the toond, the king grew Tain; 
Fought all his battles o*er again: 
And thrice he routed all his foes; and thrice he slew 
the blain, — 
The master saw the madnesa ri»e; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent ejes; 
And while he heaven and earth dcfy'd> 
Changed his hand, and check'd bis pride. 

He chose a mournful muse 
Soft pity to infuse : 
He sung Darius great and good. 
By too severe a fate, 
FalPn, fall'n, falPn, fall'n, 
Fall'n from hb high estate. 
And weltering in his blood : 
Deserted at his utmost need. 
By those his forn^er bounty fed. 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies» 
With not a friend to close his eyes. 

With downcast look the joyleas Tictor tttt, 
Revolving in his alter'd soul 
Tlie various turns of fate below; 
And now and then a sigh he stole; 
And tears began to flow. 
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The migbtjf natter fmil'd, to see 
That lore was id the next degree : 
Twas but a kindred sound to move ; 
For pitj melts the mind to love. 
Softly sweet in Lydian measures^ 
Soon he sooth'd his soul to pleasures. 
War, he sung, b toil and trouble ; 
Honour but an empty bubble; 

Ne?er ending, still beginning. 
Fighting still, and still destroying : 

If the world be worth thy winning, 
Thinlc, O, think it worth enjoying ! 
Lovely Thais sits beside thee. 
Take the good the gods provide thee. — 
The many rend the akies with loud applause; . 
So lore was crown'd, but music won the cause. 
The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 
Gas'd on the fair 
Who caus*d his care. 
And sigh*d and look*d, sigh*d and looked, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and sigh*d again: 
At length, with love and wbe at once opprest'd. 
The vanqnisli'd victor sunk upon her breast. 

Now strike the golden lyre again ; 

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain. 

Break his bai;rls of sleep asunder. 

And rouse him^ like a rattling peal of thunder. 
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Hark, livkl Hw 
HMnut'dii^liiknAi 
As aw^'d AmiiIm^m 

AndaoMf'dLkt 

Rerenge, 
SeetbeteioiMiMk 
See the «mfc«* tkit *l 
HowdMyhNiklhsfe 

And the 
Behold a 

Eachatartki^hif 
Tbete are OredaB j^aili^ Ikitm 
And 




OWellMi 

Tbtfae^ 
Behold how thej lea I 
How thej pomt to the PerdiB i 
And gUtt'ring temptoi of tWr kaitite ^pdb I 
ThePrinceaapptoa^witka fcii owjoyi 
And the king lai'd aimbM^ ^M mIMAMf I 
Thau led Hm wag^ ■•.«:' V 

To liglt hhnta hit fnf, ^^v^rfi0T. 

And, like anotiier Hek^ ir*d Miilhwftiy. /\'* 



Th«^ long ago 

Ere 

While oigm^fct 

TiBMitheMtDte 
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And Mmoding lyre 
Conld twell the soiil to rage or kbdle toft desire. 

At lost divine Cecilia came, 

InTentreM of the vocal fraaie; 
The sweet enthtuiait, frooi her lacred store. 

Enlarged the former narrow boandi^ 

And added length to soleain sounds. 
With Nature's mother-wit, and arts nnknowB before. 

Let old Timotheus yield the prise. 

Or both divide th« crown; 

He rus'd a mortal to the skies; 

She drew an angel down. 



THE HERMIT. 



BT BBATTIC. 



At the dose of the day, when the hamlet is stil^ 
And mortals the sweeu of forgetfufaion prove. 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill. 
And nought batithe nightingale's song in the grove : 
Twas then, by tlie cave of a mountain redio'd, 
A Hermit his nightly complaint thus begai^ 
Though mournful his voice, his heart was resign'd, 
He thooght as a sage, bnt he felt as a oun: 
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"All. why thus abaDdonM to darkneat and woe. 
Why thus, lonely Pliilomel, flows thy sad strain? 
For Spring bhall return, and a lover bestow. 
And thy bosom no trace of misfortiine retain. 
Yet if pity ins|)irc thee, ah! ceaae not thy lay, 
Mourn, sweetest coroplaincr, Man calls thee to moom: 

soothe him, whose pleasures like tliine pus away- 
Full qu icily iliey pass,— but they never return. 

*' Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sky, 
The Moon half-extinguish'd her crescent displays: 
But lately I mark'd, when majestic on high 
She shone, and the planets were lost in her blase. 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladness pursue 
The path that conducts thee to splendor again.— 
But Man's faded glory no change shall renew. 
Ah fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

" 'Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no more; 

1 inourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 
For room is approaching, your charms to restore, 
Perfum'd with frcsli fragrance, and glittering with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of Winter I moam; 

Kind Nature the embryo blossom will save.-.- 
But when shall Spring visit the mouldering urn! 
O when shall it dawn on the night of the gmTe!" 
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A PASTORAL BALLAD, 

IN FOUR PARTS: 

Written 1749, 

BY 8UENST0NE. 

AiUuCa homilciqae mjticm, TIRC 

I. ABSENCE. 
XB ihepherds so cheerful and gay. 

Whose flocks nerer carelessly roam ; 
Should Corydon's happen to stray. 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muse and to sigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was so watchful as I; 

•>I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 



Now I know what it is, to have strove 

With the torture of doubt and desire; 
What it is, to admire antf to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah ! lead forth my flock in the inom« 

And the damps of each ev*mng repel; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn : 

—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 



tn 



Since Phyllii 

Ma J I lose both mj pip* md 
If I knew of 4 kid thrt «M *iM 

f pris'd er'rj hovltewnk hf. 
Beyond «U thrt kMl plMf'd M 

Bat now they art paii^4 *od-l ^ 
And Igrier'd HMtljvi^dttMJ 



Bat why do i langiMi kinW 

Why wander ^hm updfijy kmtf 
Oh! why did I COM ftM At iMr. 

WherelMoBthai 
They tell im^ 19 i 

The piido of HMt vall^y» JbiMRl 
Alas! whei«wJthlwrItom«inpU 

Icoaldi 



When foic'd Ae te nywgh teiwii^ '"^ 

What angoidi I ftkitt «y AmbU 
YetIthoQ^«tp-^kii«j|t a$I^Mtbs»*f =» 

Twaawilli.lMin Oalaha w»jn»4ipi^* 
She gas'd ail tbwlj wIMrawft > r't» 

My path I eonld tadlj dJMMf' ft^ " ' 
So sweetly die bade »a4ldiM m*^H 

Ithoii^tfaiitrfhtMii 



:-f.--rfK: 
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The pilgrim that jonneji all dmy 

To vifit aome funiistant shrioe. 
If he bear but a relic a;waj« 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thna widely reroov'd from the fau*. 

Where my yowa, my derwtioB, I owe. 
Soft hope is the relic I bear« 

And my solace wherever I go. 

II. HOPE. 

Mt banks diey are famish'd with beei^ , 

Wliose murmur invites one to sleep; 
My grottos are shaded with trees, 

And my hills are white-over with sheep. 
I seldom have met with a loss. 

Such health do my fountains bestow; 
My foontaioa all-border'd with moss, 

Wbefe the bare-beUs and violetB grow. 

Not a pine m my grove it ttiere seen. 

But with tendrils of woodbine n bound; 
Not a beech is more beaaHful green, 

But a flweet-^rier entwines it aronnd. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold ! 
Not a broik that is limpid and clear. 

But it glitters witii fishes of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire. 
To the bow'r I have hOMur'd to rear; 
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8BLB0T 



NotaahrabtlMtll 

Bat I barted mi { 
O how lodden die jwMniM ibOM 

With the IUm Ift ifudM: k ffj ( 
Already it ctlli iat ay lore 

To prime the wild 1 



From the fimm^ horn the 

What itrmms of wild 
Hovr the nightiiifelea wvMe i 

From thieketa of rotM thet 
And when her fafiik IbmiiWl 

Each biid ahaU hafwihwMlyjt 
In a conceit ao aoft and ao daai^ 

As^ihe may aol: be tod te n 



I haTO fonnd ool » gpft te a^ §m% 

I have tond wlMm Iha i 
But let me thai phmder i 

ShewiUmy'twMal 
For he ne'er coold hm tra% ^ iHfaif4 v-t 

Who could rob a poQt bM«f|l»tyMit» 

AndIloT'dhertbemaNw«iMiIh«H« ^ 
Such teaderaem fidl ftMi W iMipt., 

I . I i« -,- ilr*' 

I bare heard bet With ■iPitlaPV»4p|riHWtv>f. • 
How tbat idty waa dM tor^ m tlnfm ^ j, ^^ 

That it ever attended the bold* 
And abe oOl'd it ik^-9ilitKi.^J^ffm^^^i 
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But her words uich a plcarare codtcj. 

So mach I her accents adore. 
Let her speak, and whatever she say« 

Methinks I should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmov'd when her Corydon sighs! 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain. 

These plains and this valley despise? 
Dear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and ease ! 
Where I could have pleasingly stray'd. 

If aught in her ahsence could please. 

But where does my Phyllida stray? 

And where are her grots and her bowers f 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the shepherds as gentle as ows? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The swains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to i 



in. soucrruDE. 

Wby will you my paision reprove? 

Why tena it a folly to grieve? 
Ere I show yon the charms of my love. 

She is £urer than you can believe. 
With her mien she enamoors the brave; 

With her wit she engages the free; 
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With her modesty ple^jsei iJic gf«ft; 
Slie h CTct^ way pie^Aiog lo me, 

yon, tint have been of iicp Lrmin, 

Come and join in my Auiurous ]iiy»f 

1 couJd Uy down my Hie fef llic iwain. 

That will lina but a song in btvr prwse. 
Wht^l^ tiiigtp iiiHjr tlir niti»p)u of (J|« toMI j 

CatM tmaptn^* mud U«len th« wbili?; 
Nay^ tin hint may d^ PhyDiHrt t>a«ra; 

-^But I cannot aUifw Iwv 1^ »aiii«» 



For wlwn Paridd tri«» in tlw daUiCe 

Any favour with PhyUis Ui find, 
O litjvrf, Willi one Trivul g{4ineei 

M i«^t ilie ruin tbe p«Aei^' of luj mitul ! 
In riugt^lt Lr dresses liii bmiif. 

And Jiic erook is bestlMUM KfOnB<l( 
And his pjpe — oktxny Fhilli«! Wwarc 

Of B nui^ic them k in th£i Miuod. 

Ti« hm wUli mock pa»iioii to gkm ; 

nriv liis in smooth talir* to unfold j 
** Hoiv Uer face is as fcrfight as the mow, 

Aod her bowin, be auri% is as cold ; 
How thr night ingjUpA Ubtiiir tim ^mii^ 

With the not^ ol' tuA GlMkniM?j lu nvj 
How ih«y Tiry iheif jiecenii in v«in» 

Krpjuc at ha ltinni{tbi m^d tlb." 
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To the groTe or the garden he strayi, 

And pillages erery tweet; 
Then, suiting the wreath to his lajs. 

He throws it at Phyllis's feet 
" O PhjUi^'' he whispers, " more fair. 

More sweet than the jessamine's flower! 
What are pinks in the mom to compare f 

What is eglantine after a shower r 



"Then the lily no longer u white; 

Then the rose is depriv'd of its bloom; 
Then the violets die with de&pite. 

And the woodbines give up their perfume.' 
Thus glide the soft numbers along. 

And he fancies no shepherd his peer: 
Yet I never should envy the song. 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 



Let hb crook be with hyacinihs bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy despise; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd. 

So they shine not in Phyllis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart. 

Is a stranger to Paridel's tongue; 
— Yet may she beware of his art. 

Or sure I must envy the song. 
O 
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lY. DISAPPOINTMENT. 

V L Sliephcrdsj give car to my lay. 

And take no more heed of my sheep: 
1 hcv have nothing to du but to stray; 

i Iiavf nothing to do but to wee)>. 
Vet do not my folly reprove; 

She was fair — and my pH&uoD begun: 
Slic sinird — and I could not but love; 

Slip is faithle!»s — and I am undone. 

IVrhiips I wHA void of all tliought; 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee, 
'rh<it a nymph so cuQifilete would be sought 

Dy H swain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love ev*ry ho|)e can ini^ire; 

It banishes wbdom the while; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a smile 

She is faithless, and I am ondone; 

Ye that witness the woes I endure. 
Let reason instruct 30a to shun 

What it cannot instruct yon to care. 
Beware how you loiter in vaiu 

Amid nymphs of a liigher degree : 
It is not for roe to eiplain 

How fair, and how fickle they be. 
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Abi! .from die dsy that we ne^ 

What hope of an end to mj woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 

Hie ^ance that undid my repoie. 
Yet time may diminbh the pain: 

The flow'r, and the shrub, and the tree* 
Wluch I rear'd for her pleasure in Tain* 

In time may have comfort for me. 



The sweets of a dew-«prinkled rose. 

The sound of a murmuring stream« 
The peace which from solitude flows. 

Henceforth shall be Corydon's theme. 
High transports are shown to the sigfa^ 

But we are not to find them our own; 
Fate nerer bestow'd such delight 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 



ye woodsy spread your branches apace I 
To your deepest recesses I fly ; 

1 would hide with the beasts of the chace; 
I would Tanish firom erery eye. 

Yet my reed shall resound through the groTO 
With the same sad complaint it begun; 

How she smil'df and I could not but love I 
Was iaithlessy and I am undone! 




THE BEGGAR'S PETITIO 

Pitt the sorrowft of a poor old muni 
Wboie trembling limb^ ha.vc home him to 

Whose flaja are dwindled to thv shortest t 
Oht gi?o relief— and Heaveu wiJl bleas i 

Tbete tottered dotUea my poverty bespeak 

These tniary locks prod^im my kngtbei 

Aod many a furrow ia my grWi^oro €be« 



I*.' ' 



Heaven scuds misfortunes — wby should we repine ! 

'Tis Ileav'n has brought mc to the state }'0u see : 
And your condition may be soon like mine« 

— The child of sorrow and of misery. 

A little farm was my paternal lot. 

Then like tbe lark I itprightly hail'd the morn, 
But, ail! opprcs&ion furc'd nic from my c^r. 

My cattle dy'd and biigiitcd was my corn. 



My daughter^oncc the comfort of my ogr! 

Lur'd by a villain from her native home. 
Is cast abandoned on the world's wide stage, 

And doom'd in scanty poverty to roam. 
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My tender wife — sweet toother of mj care! 

Struck with sod anguish at the stem decree* 
Fell^ling'ring fell, a victim to despair. 

And left the world to wretchedness and me. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man f 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your door. 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span; 

Ob ! give relief — and Heaven will bless your store. 



HYMN TO BENEVOLENCE. 

BY BLACKLOCK. 

Hail, source of transport, ever new! 
While I thy strong impulse pursue* 

I taste a joy sincere! 
Too vast for little minds to know. 
Who on themselves alone bestow 

Their wishes and their care. 

Daughter of God ! delight of man ! 
From thee Felicity began; 

Which still thy hand sustains; 
By thee sweet Peace her empire tprcad* 
Fair Scieace rais*d her laurel'd 1 

And Discord gtiash'd in chaina. 
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Fu as the pointed sunbeam flies 
ThroQgh peopled eariK and starry ikies, 

All nature owns thy nod ; 
We see its energy prevail 
Through heing's ever-rising scale. 

From nothing e'en to God. 

By thee inspir'd, the gen*rous breast. 
In blessing others only blest; 

With goodness large and free. 
Delights the widow's tears to stay, 
To teach the blind their smoothest way, 

And aid the feeble knee. 

O come ! and o'er my boaom reign. 
Expand my heart, inflame each vein. 

Through ev'ry action shine ; 
Each low, each selfish wish control; 
With all thy essence warm my soul. 

And make me wholly thine. 

If from thy sacred paths I tun. 

Nor feel their griefs, while others mourn. 

Nor with their pleasures glow : 
Banish'd from God, from bliss, and thee. 
My own tormentor let me be. 

And groan in hopeless woe. 



fM foaxcT 



THE COUNTAY CLEBOTlill^ 

BT OOLMSmi. 

Nbab yonder o^fm «diw« 0991.% | 
And itill where nmay.t^^ 
There, where b few torn thnbi tlw piBee ( 
The Tillage pfoadiBv'i no^m^mmAmtimk 
A mm he wa^ to bII tiw Bw H |y.4wM^, 
And pmsnng rich wW|.fiivt3f.pMadB4k!7!eBiA 
Remote from townB Iw ran Up flQdlj.noi^. 
Nor e*er had changfd«iiDf warii'4lo clwi||pLU^|iM; 
Unpractised he to fkwivoip aeak.iir po««r,,. 
By doclrines fasfaioD'd to the TBiying boors 
Far other aim* liii|ii«BKt.hB4 leBr«L'd la INIMb.. 
More tkill'd lBrB«M tfaa wfetdwd, than «» iINn 
His hoose was known It bU tibi VBffaot tnhj 
He chid their wwi^rinib M idiif'd iWr ImN* 
The Iong-reme«bv*d Ibfig pf «■• JW«.gpflt . 
Whose beard ideicei»diqg«)M|i^ h|| i^pd bfffpt; 
The n]in*d spendthrift^ now no longer pto«4 
Claim'd kindred tlim>.BnA4M4McW|«K«llviM ' 
The brokenBoldiobJ^lii4(j bB4«|9.M|^ 
Sat by his fire Mo4^Ul^d»0,tA^m9i$ ^ .; * 
Wept o*er his woqBdfcOR. taIijpCn»WT, jjm^j 
Shoulder'd hucratclvni4^h«Mf4tallM!iMl|p|||^ 
PleasM with hia gnetto^teiMi^P^lfllj^ 
And quite forgot tbdr vic«i fa th^>»i»| 
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Careless their merits or tlKir*faoltBi t^ seAa^ 
His ptej-gtrre ere chirity begus. 

Tliw tOTelieTe the wretdied wnk bn pride, 
And e'en his failingileaii'd'to vinoe's sidw; ^ 
Bat in bis duty prompt at every call. 
He watch*d and wept, aad pray'd, and felt fo( all. 
And as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its neir^cdg'd ofiapring'to tbe skies, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allnr'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
Beside the bed where parting life was laid. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain by turns dismay'd. 
The reyerend champion slioodi At* Iiis contrt>i. 
Despair and angiish fled the sttuggling sotfl/ 
Comfort caose'dowli the trembling wretch to taise. 
And his last MtenBg««ceiit» whispered "prtMb. 

At churefav wHh mMltAifd ntiaifccMd grt^e. 
His looks ad<Mfn^d^e'vttombl« -place; 
Truth from his lips prerail'd with double sway. 
And fools who caifie to icofrfenMiittM. to priy. 
The service past, aromd titer piooft-niuk^ 
With ready seal eaeh'hoBest rustic nun; 
E'en childrett follow'd with endearing wik. 
And plucked his gown, toaSarfe tbe gdbd mtt's smile. 
His ready smik'^ pareflfs wUrmfli expt^, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distrest; 
To them hia'iiekit, hb love, his griefs wefe given; 
But all his serie«» tbCMights had rest in heaven*. 



toe 



SELfiCT 



As some taU dar dnt fifti Hi I 

Swells from the Tiley md tMmwj iMiavttifll 

Thoi^ roimd ito knot tW nliiiv dNii an I 



PROVIDENCE, 
AETMN. 

■ T AVDISOV. 

Tbs Lofd mj 
And feed me wilii • 
His praaice dmll B^ 
Andgmd me with m 
Mj nooft^^gr walkt he 
AndeUmj 



Wben is tbe idti7 ikb« I MMi^ 

Or €0 liM thirdly mcuuiain p^mt; 

To fertile wwi^t mid dt^wy me^dM 

My weary wftnd'ruig ^tepi b« le^i^ 
Wbere pcac«fu2 nven, soft aud aiow. 
Amid the venlftm Uadscupc (tow. 

Tboogh n the pitb» of dcaiti I tr«ttd#i| 
WWii 



si -, --J. 
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My stedfut heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Though in a bare and nigged way. 
Through devious lonely wilds I stray. 
Thy bounty -shall roy pains beguile: 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crown'd. 
And streams shall murmur all around. 



GRATITUDE. 

BT THE SAME. 

When all thy mercies, O my God f 

My rising soul surveys; 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 

In wonder, love, and praise ! 

O ! how shall words with equal warmth 

The gratitude declare. 
That glows within my ravish'd heart! 

fiat thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustain'd. 
And all my wants redrest, 
..-'When in the sil^t womb I lay. 
And hong upon the bicast. 



it 






i 
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To all my vrenk comiiJAxnti uid 

Thy m«rcy Icni lui car. 
Ere yet my JispbLe tbuught« b«d Irvtit 

To forfH Ui«mftelv^ in pruyer. 

UntmmbeT'd comfofts to my «oiil 

Thy tender care l>eiluw'd. 
Before my mfsmi heart «oD«eif ^d 

From wbom thuso eomfartt Aow'd. 

When m tlie itipp'ry pAtha of yuuiJt 

With WedJfSs step* I rati^ 
Tliine *rm, uineeii* tonvey'd me itffi 

And led oic up te mnn* 

Tbra«gb I hidden ilanft«Ti» toiU. ftod d«i11t9» 

It |«ntly clcar'd my wiy> 
s\nd throQgfa the pk^sumiE: in?trr4 of *icr. 
More to be fear'tl tbo^i they. 

Wlien worn wirb sJflui^u, oft but tbau 
With health reuf^«'d wiy face* 

And when in iinA and wirrrtw sunk* 
Revlr'd my toul wilh grtce. 



Tby bouiiteoiu band vfith wordl^ bli^^ 
Hu made my cup rttti o'eF> 

Atid in m, kmd «»d fiiitlii'iil frivnit 
Ha.1 dfjuhkd dU n»y Uiue*. 




^"•"•y period of „.,., 

To >.M •'^ * *00 ifioi^ 



M» 






tm 
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t 



Th' unwrnfi*d mUi (yom <Ity to dty, 
PoQr» kjiowlcdf^ on bii golden ?^« 

And pabiiahes to ^vtry liifid 
The work of an Aiiiiiglity hand. 
3d*ot] us the evening &h[ide> ptcvAit^ 
The moon tvtkp^ u^ the wondfoui tofe^ 
And nigbtlir in tie ii«»*iitjiK firth 
Repeats the itcjrv of her HirOj: 
Wliil^t an the stsTi rhut towad htt hmn, 
4t)d all ihe planets In thdf tnm, 
CoD5rin the tklingi a? ihey roU> 
And 3 pre Eld the truth tram pote to |KiIe, 
What tJiough in soleniii silence alt 
Move round tlje dark terrtitrjal faaUf 
What though nor f«al voice not lounil 
Amid thetr r^t^dlftnl orb^ be fbtind? 
In feason^s ear Ihey alj rejoice. 
And uUer forth »glonoui voice. 
For ever aingiug as thej atiinej 
** Th« hand that made ua ii divknc' 



THE WISH. 

BY Mnnnici. 

jBow abort is life'i uncertain «p«ce* 

Alaa! how quiekt^y done! 
How iwiflthe Wild prcK:«rioiiitbiCffl 
And jet bow diffifult rh© rac^i, 

How Tery hntd to mn I 
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Youth stops at first its wilful ears 

To wiitdoin's prudent voice ; 
Till DOW arrir'd to riper years. 
Experience age, worn out with cares. 

Repents its earlier choice. 

What though its prospects now appear 

So pleasing and refin'd ; 
Yet groundless hope, and anxious fear. 
By turns the busy moments share. 

And prey upon the mind. 

Siuce then false joys our fancy cheat 

With hopes of real bliss ; 
Ye guardian pow'rs that rule my fate. 
The only wish that I create. 

Is all comprised in this: 

May I through life's uncertain tide. 

Be still from pain exempt; 
May all my wants be still supply'd. 
My state too low t* admit of pride. 

And yet above contempt. 

But should your providence divine 

A greater bliss intend ; 
May all those blessings you design, 
(If e*er those blessings shall be mine) 

Be centr*d in a friend. 



it* 
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SONNETS, 

TO THE MOON* 

QuEKM of tU« liWcr bflwT— by Hty ptttebeiai, 

And walcb thy jhitdow treiubliog in Ihe itF«m* 

Or fn&rL the tiJaittittg clouds tbit croia tlry w*J< 
And wMe I gai«* thy mild und piai^id Iigilvi 

Sbedj a soft calm upon niy troubled btcirtj 
And ott T tUiiik,— fuir plnnet of Ibe night, 

Thai iu thy orb th« wretched may hmT* te*li ) 
The safferr r» of the earth periup^ may gi>j 

Iklc&i'd by death— to thy benignant MpbetfH 
And the md children of despair and woe 

Forget, in ihee, their cup of sarrow her^, 
Oh ! thai I foon may reetch thy wvtM ler^ie. 
Poor wearied pil|rw»— m this toUmf scetml 



^ 



DEPAHTtaS OF THE NIGMTIIIQ41I. 

bwttr poet of ttie woodv*^^ ffJU^ iitif<al 
Farewell, soft niinatr*?! of the early jmwl 

Ah! 'twill be king ere thuu iWt aitig aneWi 
And pouf tby luuaic on the ' niglitS duH cifj 
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Whether on spriog thy wandemg flights uwut. 

Or whtther aiknt in our groves you ckr«ll, 
The pensive muse shall own thee for her mate, 

And still protect the song she loves so well. 
With cautious step, the love-lorn youth shall glide 

Through the lone brake that shades thy mossy nest ; 
And shepherd girb from eyes profane shall hide 

The gentle bird, who sings of pity best : 
For still thy voiee shall soft affections move, 
And still be dear to sorrow, and to love ! 



ODE TO INNOCENCE. . 

BY JOHN OOLVIB, D. D. 

*TwAt mhuk the slow declining ?ay 
Had tinged the eloud with evemng gold i 

No warbler po«r^d the meteing ky. 
No eounddistttrb'd the ileeping ^Id ; 

When by a marmaring rill reelin'd, 
:Sat wrapt in thought a wandering swain ; 

Calm peace compos*d bis musing mind ; 
And thus be rais*d the flowing strain : 



' Uiil,iniM«enee! eelestial maid! 

What joyt iby blashnig charms reveal t 
Sveet as the «rboar*s cooling shade, 
And milder tiMO ^le vernal gale. 



ft4 
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** On lh«e attends fl ra4t»it qniraj 

Soft sniilio^ PcacCi and daw ay Rett* 
Witb Love t hut pn>mpFj the wtu-biiiig J^'rc, 
Aud Hop« tbftt ioolht the tJirobbing br«Mi. 



I 



** O stmt from heav'u to baaiit the groTCi 
Wberc *quii]t-ej*d Eiivy oc*i\r cjin 
Nor pinea tUe chcrk witli ]uckLe»ii Icn'C, 
Not anguiih cbUli tb^ lii^bg bl^tn j 

" But spotlf*^ Beautf , tub*d m «vttite« 
Sits ui> yoci moift^re^n bill rccliii'd; 
Serene mhea Yen's uniuHy'd Ught, 
And pure at Delia's gentle uiind; 



* Grantj ht a^'nly Power ! tby pe«c«fii] 

May itilL my rtider tbouglitj contrt^J^ 
Thy hand to point my duhioys w»y* 
Thy voice to so^th the mcltinf doiul ! 



• Far in the ahady >w«et rotrtBt 

Let thought beguile ihe. iingertng hour; 
Lei quiet court the inosay aeat, 

Aud twinmg uVives form the bower. 

' Let doTe-«y*d Pence ber wreath hettow; 
And oft si I Ikteniag in ih<? daie. 
While nightVufect wii-rbli'^r from \}f* bouigH 
Telii U> tbe grof e ber pl&UiUvts init^. 
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" Soft at in Delia's nowy bremst, 

Let each consenting passion move, 
Let angels watch its silent rest. 
And all its blissful dreams be love." 



VIRTUE AND ORNAMENT. 

TO THE LADIES. 
BY DR. PORDYCB. 

Ths diamond's and the ruby's rays 
Shine with a milder, finer flame. 

And more attract our love and praise 
Than Beauty'a self, if lost to Fame. 

But the sweet tear in Pity's eye 

Transcends the diamonds brightest beam; 
And the soft blush of Modesty 

More precious than the ruby \ 



The glowing gem, the sparkling stone. 
May strike die sight with quick surprise; 

But Truth and Innocence alone 
Can still engage the good and wise. 

No glitt'ring ornament or show 
Will aught arail in grief or pain : 

Only from inward worth can flow 
Delight tliat ever shall remain, 

P 
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Behi>ld, ye feir. yoot loWy Qutfcnf 
Til not Vr jcwcli* but he? mind ; 

A meckttt jMifCf, ne'er wi* tecoj 
tl is her Virtue cbumi mooktod I 



VIRTUE AND PLEASURE. 

I HI FOAM meiVi«Tui! k it line! 
Does Pleas IT &i tetUy dweJt widi jon^ 

The son* ofterkM say* Ko* 
They uyt that Alt nbo nund your rul«$ 

hAtc gloomy lup^ratiliotu I'boUt 
And every joy fow^go. 

They lay, and openly Aiftiotamj 
Tliat your rewAfdi nxt care and pain ^ 

And while on beav'n you prrach. 
At best 'ti> but a pliontom fAiri 
The soul is nvoftsl, metu in 4ir» 

jlnd hcftv'n ih«U nerer rcMfa. 



Or ttU m«:i PtiAflutit! trhat y<>Q fe^t ^ 
Speak honestly > rtor nught cnncfali 

'Hie matter is of w-ngbt- 
Plej^sohs, swct^t pn^cr, U> N«furt d««' 
I never wisli to be au»te^ ; 

I feeek th,« lM{»pie«t it«t«< 
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Plsasubb replies with modeil a 
" Let not a mune thy heart beguile; 

Mj name tlM aons of lenM 
Have oft aMUDi'd: liat, tnut me, tiie j 
From bappiness are lar astray; 

Tis all a mere pietenoe. 

" To me they boast alliaaee near; 
As men of pleaaare, men of cheer» 

If you will tbem belioTe. 
Meanwhile they are of Cxaca's crair» 
Wretched, defilM; with painted hoe. 

Weak mortals to deceive. 

'* CzBQi> my rtral, harlot base! 
Her poison'd cup the hvman race 

To phrensy can inflame: 
Her blinded followers she betrays; 
Her specioos art% her flowery way«» 
Lead on to gaUt and shame. 

" Mme is a parer« nobler rise, 
ViBTVB, my parent^ from the skies 

Came down to bless the earth 
With me» the duld she bore to Lotb; 
A beauteous happy pair abore^ 

And here of highest worthl 
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"Virtue, I grant, U often tried 
By sickness, sorrow, envy, pride ; 

Nor is asham'd to mourn. 
But trial strengthens: conscience cbeertf 
Of death and woe prevents the femrs: 
iUsaults to vict'ry turn. 

''Of active life the hard turmoils. 
The patriot's cares, the hero's toils. 

In brighter triumphs end. 
Of friendship, sympathy, the paiiu, 
A gcnVous soul accounts her gains, 
VViiilc all the good commend. 

" But who can paint the lieartfcit glow 
Of holy love, ot thought the flow 

Reciprocal, sincere ; 
Faith's firm repose, hope's vision blight, 
Of God's approving face the light. 

Of prayer the rapfrous tear? 

" Nor deem such bliss an empty form; 
'rib solid, will defy the storiu, 

vVnd keep the breast serene ; 
When all the merriment of Vice, 
A lovi-boru vapour, sudden flies. 

And leaves a void witliiji, 
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" An acbiog void where nought can come, 
But self-reproadi, and secret gloom. 

Earnest of future woe ! 
Let braggart sinners loudly boast: 
To joy, to peace, to comfort lo^. 

True heart they do not know. 

" They dare not face rich Folly's frown; 
To saucy Greatness they bow down. 

Held fast in Passion's chain 
They talk of liberty-: 'tis prate. 
The slaves of appetite and fate, 
They start at every pain. 

" Lest Death their trembling souls should seise, 
Tlieir blood with mortal horrors freeaa^ 

And all their prospects end. 
At that inevitable hour. 
My parent, Vxktvb, proves her power. 
An everlasting Friend ! 

" In life, in death, I follow her; 
She, she alone, can joys confer. 

To fill the human heart: 
From heav'n together first we came: 
Constant we breathe one common flame^ 
And nevetv never part !" 
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SPRING. 
AH QBE. 

Btsbn Wimcf now* hj Spcing rvfirei»*it 
Forbeafi the loiig^ommoed ttfife; 

Arid Nfcture on her tiflkvt) brnM^ 
DelJgbu to catch the gtki of liJe. 

Now o*ef th« run I kingdom ro*e$ 
Sofl Ptc&sura with her Uu^luDg train* 

Love warble* m tti* v*ic*i gto¥e*> 
And VcgtuUon pitnia Ibe plain. 



Unhtppj I ^rhom to bedi trf pain 
Arthritic tyrHAnj eoDaigni- 

Whom imrlirtg N»hife court* in vuiu 
Though EAptiire linp ttod Beauty 

Yet thooglt my limbB di9f OM inratlei, 
Hffr winp IraaginntlcMi lri«*, 

And bean n^ to the peareful »had» 
Wiieru *s h*in*ble tun«t» mt.. 



Ih re itap» my molt tbj npid flifhCt 

Nor from the piesAiag |r#vtt 4«|i>ri« 
Wbcrft first great Nature than it' it my *ighi. 
Where Wifdom fijst iitforro'ci mv hcait. 
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Here let me through the Tales punae 

A guide — a father — and a friend. 
Once more great Nature's works renew, 

Oaoe none on Wisdom's Toice attend. 

From false caresses* causeless strife. 
Wild hop^ vam fear, alike remov'd; 

Here let me learn the use of life, ^ 

When best enjoj'd—when most improT'd. 

Teach me^ tliou TcneraUe bower. 

Cool Meditation's quiet seat. 
The generous acorn of Tenai power. 

The silent grandeur of retreat 

When pride by guilt to greatness dimhss 

Or raging factions rash to war. 
Here let me learn to shun the cnmcs 

I can't prevent and will not share. 

But lest I fall by subtler Soei, 
Bright WisdomI teach me Curio's art 

The swelling paisioiis to oonpoa^ 
And quell the rebels of the heart. 
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THE MIDSUMMER'S WISH. 
AN ODE, 



fir Tii^ SAWie, 

U FiraBi7B ! dowu the iv«»tcm tkj. 
Far hcuct ctilTasc Iby burning ray, 

Thy light to distant tvotMs juppi j, 
Aud wmke them to the aire» of dt j> 

Come> g^tle BrCj th« friend of Ctre, 
Come^ Cyntfaift, lovelj queen of oigbti 

Refresh me with ■ cootlng breeze. 
And cbecr me with « laiabeut Hght, 

Lay me where o'ef the verdvit ground 
Her living carpet Niture jpfend*; 

Where the greep boweri *iih toki cronu'dir 
In abawcTi iti fragrant foliftge th^dt. 

Improve ihe peftccful Imiuf with winc^ 
I^t mujic die nlottg tbc ^rove; 

Around the bowl let myrtle* twme* 
Aiid ererj straw he ^im*4 t& i««e 
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Come, Stella* queen of all my heaH! 

Come, boin to fill its rast desires! 
Thj looks perpetual joys impart, 

Thj Toice perpetual lore inspires. 

Whilst all my wish and thine complete, 
Bj turns we languish and we burn. 

Let sighing galea our sighs repeat. 
Our murmurs — murmuring brooks return. 

Let me, when Nature calls to rest. 
And blushing skies the mom foretel. 

Sink on the down of Stella's breast. 
And bid the waking world farewel. 



AUTUMN. 



AN ODE. 



BY THK SAMK. 



Alas ! with swift and silent pace 
Impatient Time rolls on the year; 

The seasons change, and Nature's (ace 
Now sweetly smiles, now frowns serere. 



1'^ie verdant Je 

And wanton' 

^ow trod in dii 

^Boreat«tr 

^«fieJdithatir 

^ot moiat with d^ 
^o^HeiUeh,ao, 

^omore while tbn 

Benetththemoc 

Soft p]e.«ng woe, 

^^rognepoun 

From this capriciooi 

01 wouJdaon«e„ 

To where each nK>™ 

Componionofhii..^ 
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Wbat Miss to life can Aatamo jield. 
If glooms, and showers, and storms prevail; 
And Ceres flies the naked field. 
And flowers, and fruity, and Phoebus fail? 

Oh ! what remains* what fingers jet, 
To cheer me in the darkcamg hoar? 

The grape remains! the friend of wit» 
lu love and mirth of mighty power. 

Haste— press the closters, fill the bowl ; 

Apollo ! shoot th J parting raj : 
This gives the snnshine of the soni. 

This god of health* and rtrse, and daj. 



Still— still tiie jocond straiA shall flow. 
The pulse with vigorons raptwe beat; 

Mj Stella with new charms shall glow* 
And every bliii in wine tbali mnet. 
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WINTER. 
Alf ODE. 

BY THK iAMI. 

No more the mom widi tepid rajrt 
Unfolds the ilower of ruiovi Inw; 

Noon spreftdt no more the genad htuK^ 
Nor gentle eve dntib the dew. 

The lingering houn proloiig the iiiglbt 
Usurping derkneM sheret die dey ; 

Her mists restram tjiie fbiee of li^bt 
And PhfBbiit holdi a donbcflil wmrnj. 

By gloonij twilight half reveel'd* 
With sighs we vieW the bowy hlH 

The leaaess wood, the naked fM, 
The snow-to|it wt, the finaen tilL 

No music warbles throagh the gjrove^ 
No vivid colonn pamt the plain $ 

No more with devboi ttepa I roftt 
Through verdant padit now aongi* in i 



Aloud the driving tempest mu$, 
Congeal*d, impetooot sbowen d< 

Haste, close the window, Imr tin dooi% 
Fate leaves me Stella and a ftsend. 
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In nature's aid let art supply 

With light and heat oar little sphere ; 

Rouse, rouse the fire, and pile it high. 
Light up a constellation here. 

Let music sound the voice of joj ! 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale; 
Let Love his wanton wiles employ* . 

And o'er the season wiue prevail. 

Yet time life's dreary winter brings. 

When mirth's gay tale shall please no more ; 

Nor music charm— though Stella sings; 
Nor love, nor wiue, the Spring restore. 

Catch then, O f catch the transient hoar. 

Improve each moment as it flies; 
Life's a short Summer— man a flower. 

He dies — alas! how soon he dies! 



*noLD, my 



The uaked liij|, 
The hoary g, 

^^'^ ^J tfarooi 




SEUCTPOEBIS. 



■^ 



HYMN 



XW THB 



ORATOBK) OF ABEL. 



How cheerful along the gay mead 

The daisy aad cowdip appear. 
The flocks as they caieleasly feed. 

Rejoice in the spring of the year; 
The myrtles that shade the gay how'rs. 

The herbage that springs from the sod, 
Treet, plants, cooling froks, and sweet ilow'rs, 
^ All rise to the praise of my God« « 

Shall man, the'^reat master of all. 

The only insensible prove? 
FoiM it; fiyr Gratitude'e call. 

Forbid it, DeTotion and Lore. 
The Lord who sach wonders coald raise. 

And still can destroy with a nod. 
My lipt shall incessantly praise* 

My sonl shall be wrapt ittiay God ! 
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THE MISER AND PLUTUS. 
A FABLE, 

BY GAY. 

The ^%ind was high, the window shakesi. 
With sudden start the Miser wakes; 
Along the silent room he stalks, 
Louks hack, and trembles as he walks. 
Each lock and every bolt he tries. 
In evcr^' crcrk and comer pries. 
Then opes the chest wiih treasure stor*d. 
And stands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with sudden qualms poasest. 
He wrings his hands, he beats his breast, 
liy conscience stung, he wildly stares. 
And thus his guilty soul declares: 

Had the deep eartli her stores confin'd, 
Thi.s heart had known sweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's sold. Good gods! what price 
C.U1 recompense the pangs of vice! 
O banc of good I seducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy pow*r defeat? 
Gold banish'd honour from the mindy 
And only left the name behind; 
Gold sow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 
Gold taught the murd*rcr*s sword to kill: 
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Twas gold instructed coward bearti 
la treach'Ty*! more peniicioos artt. 
Who can recount the BU9chie& o'er? 
Virtue retidef on earth no moref 
He spoke and sigh'd. In angry mood 
pLUTVS, his god, before him stood. 
The Miser, trembling, lock'd his chest; 
The fcision frowned, and thus addreit: 

Whence is this wild ungrateful rant? 
Each sordid rascal's daily cant: 
Did I, base wretch! corrupt mankind^ 
Tlie fault's in thy rapacious mind. 
Because my blessings are abus'd. 
Must I be censur'd, curs'd, accus'd ? 
E'en Virtue's self by knares is auuie 
A cloak to carry on the trade; 
And power (when lodg'd in their 
Grows tyranny, and rank oppression. 
Thus, when the irillain crams his chest. 
Gold is the canker of the breast; 
Tis av'rice, insolence, and pride. 
Add eyery shocking vice beside : 
But when to virtuous hands 'tis givo^ 
It blesses, like the dews of Heaven: 
like Heav'n it hears the orphan's crie^ 
And wipes the tears from widows' eyes, 

. a 
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Their oriioes on gold ahall Miteit 1^. 
Who pawn*d their Mrdid aoub for pajf 
T^t bravues, then (when blood is ipik). 
Ubpridd the pMsive aovl with guilt. 



TO THE MBMORT OP 

DAVID GARRICK, Eiq. 

JANUARY 20, 1779. 

I Hou great reviver of tlie Attic fire! 
Thou noblest patron of the tuneful lyre! 
Thine was the power« and thine the gentle ut» 
To swell the passions, and subdue the heart! 
For thee, the fairest breast has heav'd a sigh* 
And t!)c tear started from the brightest cje! 
Learning and wit alike have bow*d the knee^ 
And hermits left their cells to gaxe on thee I 
On tliee shall charm'd remembrance lore to r««t; 
Come every Muse, and strive to praise him bat! 
For, ah ! my lute the tribute cannot pay* 
And the big tear has blotted oat the lay! 
Ye skilful nine, who shall the chaplet weave? 
Hail his bright day ! — nor mourn his tranquil eve ! 
Your Garrick hail ! — he breathes^ he livei agai^ 
Lives in the thought, and breathes in eveij iftrain? 
Triumphant Faroe enrols his acts on high* 
And tells the mourner — Garrick cannot die! 



SELECT POBHB, 933 

A CONTEMPLATION ON NlCtlT. 

BY OAT. 

vv nsTHKR smid the gloom of Night I ttr^y. 
Or my glad eye* ei^oy reTolring dsy. 
Still Natore't ▼aiiou* ftce inforiDA my aeaao 
Of ao al l w m t, aU-po«erfidL Provideooe, 

Wben tbe gay tuQ fint brealu the ihadaa of Ni^« . 
And strikes the distant eastern hills with light, 
Coloar retoms* the plains tlietr. livery wear. 
And a bright rerdare clothei the smiling year ; 
The bboming flow'rt with opening beauties glow. 
And graiing flocks their milky fleeces show ; 
The barren clifli with chalky fronts arise. 
And a pure aaire arches o'er the skies. 
Bat when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fadiug pride, all Nature mourns: 
The trees no moie their wonted Terdure boast. 
But weep, in dewy tears* theb beauty lost: 
No distant landscapes draw onr curious eyes^ 
Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies: 
Yet still, even now, while darkness clothes tlie land. 
We view the traces uf tli' Almighty hand; 
Millions of stars in beaTen's wide vault appear. 
And with new glories hang the boundlem sphere : 
The silver moon her western couch forsakes. 
And o'er the skies her nightly circle makes; 
Her solid globe beats back the sunny rays. 
And to the worid her borrow M light repays. 



fM 



SELHCT : 



Whether tlioM ««% Itat 
Are ■una, and rolling worUt AoM mt 
Man may conjectore, and new KhwiM 
Yet all hif syttems hut odtjeetaMiini 
But this we know, thit Bm^Wi 
Who hid thit univene torn 
Can at hit word, hid muBVg 
And riling worlds th'alkpo«w«rfU wofi 



When to the wettem 
To other landi a riang daj he lendn 
The spreading dawn 
The wakeful flocks fron tlwb 
Refreshed, the peasant aeekt Idt enljr toil 
And hids^ the plough correct Ae 
While we in sleep's 
The climes oppos'd enjoj 
And when those bndt tlie boij ha 
With us again the roej MOtnaig wafcci} ■ 
Li lasy sleep the ttigk roOt tirfft snjt 
And neither dime huaents Ui ahmt ny^ 



When the pure seal ie torn Iha I 
No more shall Nighft allMiiata nip to 1 
The sun no more diaO rclUng fighl ta!l*t 
But from the A]mi|^ ttraami cif gJor^ B^w. 
Oh! may some nobler tliM^it mf aoul employ. 
Than empty* tramisiit lablaiiiiry joy. 
The stars shall drop, the MB *»mlt loan hu flamr, 
BiU thoo, O God * lor ever ilune the sunc« 
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MAY-EVE, OR KATE OF ABERDEEN. 

BY CUNNINOHAM. 

T HI silver moon's enamoar'd be«iu 

Steals softly through tlie night; 
To wanton with the winding stream. 

And kiiB reflected light 
To beds of state, go, balmy sleep! 

Tis where jou've seldom been ; 
May's vigil while the shepherds keop 

With Kate of Aberdeen, 

Upon the green the virgins wait. 

In rosy chaplets gay ; 
Till Mom unbars her golden gate* 

And gives the promis'd May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare 

The promis'd May« when seen. 
Not half so fragrant, half so fair 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor's boldest Dotc% 

We'll rouse the nodding grove; 
The nested birds shall raise their tbroatflb 

And hail the maid I love. 
And see— the matin lark mistakes. 

He quits the tufted green ; 
Fond bird! tis not the monjung breaks, 

'TIS )Utc of Aberdeen. 



M 



Now liglrtBtM •*« Ite laffl mh4 
Where nudni^ hSam lova; 

like them Oe joeiod Mmb well Iw^ 
•Ortimttlh«iMd«Bkp% . 

For we! Hm naj Ma^ ^mitmJKi^ 

SheclMMAWpifWHir . 

And hark! the I 



TOSKBAHB. 

A SOKNET, 

■T HIM HAET.JVIiSA TOVH** 

Hail gentle i|urit% i«k% «dlhBMi|jhl«il^ 
Chaae the dui doade «r«l«i B^gk M^f) 

And from her warty mm^ Bf 6MA.MilM^^ 
To revel in te niaat^knai^f ^1 



What are yon, my? 

Whothiu 
With cbemic art thfdnM of ilMp 

And 



What are yoo, w]lo» vabduiog timt^ and ipaocj 
To blem the monicnt^ caa a friend rcitore^ 

I hear that vi^c^^bebald thai htm^^hai ftee, 
And giateful omrti — jimr powrr cui give no 

Hail genllir «pmisf m vho«e gnvdian cvn 

I owe Mich bIJai— f ei know not wIai ^ou aie« 
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CRAZY JANE. 

BY M. O. LEWIS, B5Q. M. P. 

Occationed by m Lady't being alarmed at a mad 
Woman, hnown by that appellaticH, 

WuY fair maid, in er'rj feature, 

Are such sigiu of fear expre»*d ? 
Can a wand'ring wretched creature 

With siicb terrors fill thj breast? 
Do m^ frenxied looks alarm thee? 

IVbit me, sweet — thy fears are rain; 
Not for kingdoms would I harm thee« 

Shnn not then poor Crasy Jane. 

Dost thou weep to see my anguirii? 

Mark me! and avoid my woe; 
When men flatter, sigh, and languish. 

Think them fidse— I found them so ! 
For I lor'd— oh ! so sincerely* 

None could ever love agaui; 
But the youth I lov'd so dearly. 

Stole the witi of Crasy Jane. 

Fondly my young heart receiv'd hia^ 
Which was doom'd to love but one; 

He sigh'd, he vow*d, and I heUev'd hii^ 
He was false ■ and I undone. 



y.i8 
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From that hour hii r«mio» newisr 
Held her eropiF« o'er mj lifM; 

Henry fled—with him for ef«r 
Fled the wits of Ctwj Jwi. 

Now forlora and brakeii-beBrted^ 

And with frencicd thoo^hts bcseti 
On that ^Mt. where liut we |tttt0d* -t // 

On that spot wh«re £nt w^iM^i-^t. 
Still I sing my loTolorn 6'myt --^ i,n\% 

Still I skmly p«ce ihe |>liift| ., *^ 
While each passer bj in pi^ ^ , , ,,. ^. | 

Cries— God help Ihec^ ikm^ J«Ml' 

■ ^ rlf(» , 
TO HIS FMENO 

INCLINED TO MARET."^^ 

BT rovmiT* 



I WOULD not haTC you, 5ltepb(>n, chu^e a. miitp 

From too exalted, or loo ntvmn a »tttcj 

For in hoth these we mnj ^pect to lind, 

A creeping spirit; or n haiiglity mind. 

Who moves within tht? lu^ddla regltm j 

The least disquiets* and ifae lamdltiC i 

Let her extractioD with tivr Jmcra J 

If something hrigbtov ^^t itm brifht for £hine; 

Her edocatioo libera^ not grest^ 

Neither inliBrior; aar ftbore Ikcr slate. 
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Let her hive wH» but let that wit be free 

From affeetation, pride, and padaatrjFv 

For the effect of woinaD's wit is siieh» 

Too littTe is as dangerous as too mach j 

But chiefly let her humoor close with thine, 

Unlets where yoori does to a liialt incline; 

The least disparity in this destroy^ 

Like sulph'roas blastSf the Tery bnds of joys. 

Her person amiable, straight, and free. 

From natoral, or chance deformity: 

Let not her years exceed, if equal thine, 

For women past their vigour soon decline. 

Her fottane competent; and if thy sight 

Can rcaeh so far, take care 'tis gather'd right: 

If thine's enough, then hers may be the less; 

Do not aspire to riches in eicess; 

For that which makes our lives delightful prove* 

Is a genteel iufficiency and Umc. 



THE FUNERAL PROCESSION. 



BvT see ! the weli-plum*d hearse comes nodding on» 
Stately and slow, and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that painful watoh 
The rick man's doer and live upon the dead. 



HO 
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Ej letttnf out their peraons l>y Uie bma 
To oiiiiuc sorrow, when the: beart's pm mil 
How rich the trtippiog^ iipv the^^re all onfiirrd 
And gljttrriRg in the aun 1 TtiomphanE cutiict 
or ccrnquetor^r and cofaiintko& pompSi 
Id glofj scarce excftwl. Great glvtu of people 
RctiLrd the unwieldy them ; whiln from Ihe c^ » BM» tt^ 
And hoiEsei topa^ ranji^ behind ruika cloacr wodg!'^ 
Hang beil^iftf oVt. But IrH ut. whj tlik ww$tsf 
Wlij llus lido In eartiiing up « ciktcaiu; 
I'hit's fallen mtt diagtact^ ind m the nnatrfl 
Stnclk horrible? Yc under Inl en f tpll n*, 
"Midst a[] the gor|eoDt £guF^ yriu rxhibitp 
Whj U the prindpa] ctMieeal^di lor vrhtch 
You make this mighty «ir/ — *Ti* ifisdj don*: 
Wfant would oflend th« eje in i good piriui^, 
The painter ca«li discreellj into i 



ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

ON HEARING TUB TOLLING OF A SlLt* 



BY TMB itEv. nn. niv^tttf 

A rtft^iVK tadaea averwh*Jnis ray *omJ, 
And fills m^ mind with meJiittcholV droftd; 

For, hark * 1 hi'iir the lolem]] awfnJ toll, 
Tlwt leads uiy thou§hi« to coaiemplaie ibe drtd. 
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Perhapi some gay Lothario now is laid 

In " narrow cell/' and freed from mortal care : 

Perkapa some charming artless lovely wavd. 
Her sex's pride, the fairest of the fair. 

Ah ! what is beauty, what b elegance f 
What is the radiance of the lightest eye? 

When death begins to lead the awful dance*. 
We torn to dost, and are but Tanity. 

Say, can bright beauty's magic power save 
Its loT'd possessor from the loathsflfae tmnb.^ 

O ! while ambition's colours round us wave. 
Can we escape th' inentable doom? 

Nor wealth, won power, nor pvoiid looks «vail» 
Inexorable Death no favour shows; 

We all must travel through the gloomy vale. 
That leads to endless joys, or endless woes. 

• Alkdi^ to UsiM Botbda's pdntiaf of the" Duct 
oTDwdi.* 



t4t 



SEUDOr 



THE TEAE OF SYMPATHT. 



To Maria, m nadHigUkMr Stamh 



At Steme't iMtlMCie tale JM Um^ 
Whj rudely dieck tlie iWi« ri^f 

Wh J seek to Mtt tbe pi^jiig Mii^ 
WhoM loilre tidt te kriliiM* iyef 



Tesrs which 

Unreil th« goo d naw of tbe bMrt{ 
UncheckM, 

They plette beyoad the powV eCeit 



Does not yob erin 

Whose opening bloA delii^ the «ie% 
More splendid adoenqgdiidew^ « 

When brightly geam'd \ 



So shall Mtrie't benrtcoetlbea^ 
Drestia more pleiifaig 

When aided by the 
Of Pity's tynpednaiig Teer. 



-iU5 
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THE NATURALIST'S 
SUMMER EVENING'S WALK. 

BY THX KEY. MR. WHITB. 

Whbn daj declmmg sheds a nulder gletni« 
What time the may-fly haunts the pool or stream ; 
Wheo the still owl skims roand the glassy mead, 
What time the timorous hare limps forth to feed : 
Then be the time to steal adown the vale. 
And listen to the vagrant cuckoo's tale : 
To hear the clamorous curlew call his mate. 
Or the soft quail his tender pain relate. 
To see the swallow sweep the darkening plain. 
Belated, to support her infimt traui : 
To mark the swift, in rapid giddy ring^ 
Dash round the steeple, unsnbdu'd of wing. 
Amusive birds! — Say, where your hid retreat. 
When the frost rages, and the tempetU beat? 
Whence your return by such nice instinct led. 
When spring, soft season, lifts her bloomy head ^ 
Such baffled searches mocks man's prying pride. 
The God of Nature is your secret guide. 
While deep'ning shades obscure the face of day« 
To yonder bench, leaf-shelter'd, let us stray; 
Till blended objects fail the swimming sight. 
And all the fading landscape sinks in night; 



To hear tbe drowiy dor c 
. With boaing wiBg» or hi 
To see the feeding hat | 
To catch the diitant fiiffiag oCfht Am#} 
While o'er the cliff the awalmM < 
Through the still ( 
While high ia aiiv i 
Unieen the soft wufwii'd y 
Thta^ Nature^a wwk« ti»a 
Inspifo a lootlia^g ■■iMwlwlyjyi- 
Am fancy wmM^ a ] 
Steals o'er the. cbeeli^ aai 1 
Each rural sight; i 
The tinkUng shoop-MI; orHiaiiiiHfc.t|.>iw 
The nefr-mown hij lliii ifiii Ihi wrifc^hi 
Or cottage chimnej i 





The chilling nighl^ewt ftJl amy, nrir^ 
For see, tbe gtow-vom Iighli.hMP MMMBftiiit . 
Then ere night's veil had half nhtwiwd JH^fb 
Th' impatient dawwl bnf hat krn^M 
True to the signal bj iove't ■Btewli 
Leander basten'd to Ui Hlto^ W^ 




ON THE 

DEATH OF A FAVORITE CHILD. 

BT THB RBT. J. MOIR. 

Ah 1 whither hast thon down, delightful boj» 
Pride of thy father; all thy mother's joy ; 
Still pleas'd with all: and happy all to please. 
Gay without art, and innocent with ease ? 
Bat thott like^ev*ry fieeting blin ait gone, 
Beclaim'd by Heaven: and iu *'will be done." 
Thy little heart, as honest as thy face. 
Now throbs no longer with the seeds of grace; 
Bright as they were, alas! thy sparklbg eyes 
Are doom'd no isore in extasy to rise: 
Those lips so often kissed are red no more. 
How clay eold all that we embrac'd before ! 
No more these arms shall press thee to my heart. 
Thy charms no okore their wonted sweets impart. 
But why repine? Thy happier mind's at rest; 
And, while we crjb triuapht among the blest; 
Qnits earth's poor comforts for a throne above. 
In Heaven's own boiom shares paternal love. 
Dear prattling child, to all oat hearts still dear. 
Long shall we bathe thy memory with a tear : 
Farewell— too promising on earth to dwell. 
Sweetest of f«9dlai^ btit oC babei^ iarewell : 
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Horn tispp^ Ihej wh(> tliut «ie«p9 whiU youitf, 
Ete vtce Ima lime lo fttfle right wilh wtom^ 
WJioit > JiioTULTj life, f>t( wmga dC wind, 
Spc«dj f^ &way^ «ad leave* all lUi belutid.. 



TI14NSLAT10N OF THE 
FORTIETH ODE OF ANACREO^^ 

. BIT RoamHT filMlKltf C1tB»TllAII. 

C(TF(i> oitce, in eri] hour. 
Cropped Ibe pride of ¥lon't baw'r; 
Cropp'd * rojCj nor cHanc'd ti> »«(?, 
Within the fiiowV H ttceptng bee i 
Dai KTOfi hii fiufcri fcft the iwart 
Inflicted by Lb tby d«rt. 
Tlif god, unu«'d to tifffor |Nunt 
Klew Kit hand, and shrink 'd «n«llit 
Flying then with ruMed tnien. 
To tlip fair IiIkU^ Qnpeo> 
" O Muinina!*' he wildjy crieii» 
" Woundedi Mve, thy Cvpjd die*! 
Mc a little wrpent Muiig, 
Hill tilt ro^e*bml l*»ire» uaong^ 
Difck'd viiih curioaa wirtgii likd mf, 
Ftou£h43u& call tbe ihiu^ » fci^/' 
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Wiping Lore's tear-streaming eyes, 

Aichlj swiling^shr rqiliei: 

" Cnpid, if a thing so small 

Pain thee thus, and give thee thrall. 

Think, O think, what torturing woe 

They, wiio iael Ifaj dart^ mni knnr.*' 



SONNET TO THE RIVER TWEED. 

IT THE KIT. W. t. B0W1.CS. 

O Tweed! a stawagrr Hat, with wand'riDg fec4 
<ytr iuU mA dale has j««raejr'd tmay a miie; 
If ao hit vmj AD«ghls he night begutf^ 

Delighted turns thy heauteoas scenes to greet. 

The waTii^ WaMchfli UmI lonantic hnd 
O'er thy lall hankib a soothing charai bastow; 
The mmtman ciihy wand'ong wave below, 

Soem to hu ear the pity of a friend. 

Delighlfolikeaai! thoagb now along thy abor^ 
When SprMBg ratami in aH bar wontad pridib 

The sbapbaid's distant pipe is heard no omkh, 
Yet here with panaive peace coald I abides 

Far freoi the floraiy warld's tanuiltaooa loar^ 
To muse apoo tby banks at even tide. 
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VIRTUE'S REPLY TO PLEASURE. 



'Tis with the gods and godlike men I dwelU 
IVIc, hib supreme delight, th* Almighty sire. 

Regards well pleas'd; whatever works excel. 
All or divine, or human, I inspire. 

Counsel with strength, and industry with art. 
In union meet, conjoin NJ with me reside; 

My dictates arm, instruct, and mend the heart. 
The surest policy, the wisest guide. 

With roe true friendship dwells: she deigns to bind 

Those generous souls alone, whom I hefore have join'd. 

Nor need my friends the Tarious costly feait. 
Hunger to them th* efTects of art suppliei} 

Labour prepares their weary limbs to rest. 
Sweet is their bleep : light, cheerful, strong they rise. 

Thro' health, thro' joy, thro' pleasure and renown. 
They tread my paths: and, by a soft descent« 

At length to age all gently sinkbg down. 

Look back with transport on a life well spent. 

In which, no hour flew uniroprov'd away, 

Ln which, some generous deed distinguish'd everyday. 
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And when, the destin'd term at length complete. 
Their ashes rest in peace ; eternal fame 

Sounds wide their praise : triumphant over fate« 
In sacred song for ever lives their name. 

This Hercules is happiness ! obey 

Mj voice, and live. Let thy celestial birth 

Lift and enlarge thy thoughts. Behold the way 
That leads to fame, and raises thee from earth. 

Immortal ! Lo, I guide thy steps. Arise, 

Pursue the glorious path, and claim thy native skies. 



HYMN TO CONTENT. 

BT MRS. BARBAULD. 

O TBOu, the Nymph with pbcid eye ! 
O seldom found, yet ever nigh I 

Keceive my temp'rmte vow : 
Not all the storms that shake the pole 
Can e'er disturb thy halcyon soul. 

And smooth, unalter'd brow. 

O come, in simplest vest array'df 
With all thy sober cheer dispUy'd, 

To bless my longing sight ; 
Thy mien composed, tliy even pace. 
Thy meek regard, thy matron grace. 

And chaste subdued delights. 
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No a«M by varying pusioiitiiMl; 
O gently fuide mj filgnm €atft 

To 'find 4fay lierait oeH; 
Where in Mne fare md «qul d 
Beneath thy soft indolgent eye^ 

Thy modettii 



Sti^piicily ift Attic TMl^ 



And ^ew iMida«P»d tf^t 
HimI fitye^ who peinti 4o ^UrtHN 
Fair op'ning throng tbll T^ < 

A vista to the sky. 



There Health, throng \ 

The temp'rate joyi in €wmk tidCf 

iiMKTaiviy vov orwVy 
And Patience <iwiii tfij dUpr am 
Present! her nM i 

Toi 



Her mflaence famffkt Iha t 
A tyrant master's wantoo nige 

With settled Mulit<« «ifll| 
Innr'd to leil jad fcitf Iwffc 
He bow'd his nwi 

AndhiiiP44hyi 



fluecTfoxmi 

Bat thou, O Nymph, retir'd aDcl coy ! 
In what hrown hamlet doat thoA joy 

To tell thy rimple talef 
The lowlieit children of the giroand. 
Moss-rose and violet* blossom round. 

And l^fy di we yfwKu 

say whsU soft pivpitiMai liMi 

1 best may chase l» kail tby pmr^ 

And court thy gentle sway? 
When Autumn, friendly t» tbs MmB, 
Shall thy own modest tidti diffsse 

And shed thy wilder dsy. 

When Etc, her dewy star beneath. 
Thy Vafal^ tpiiit lotte t9 bfiMlM^ 

Andet'fy stMttkNOd; 
If such an btfur fNM e'ef tfaycMM^ 
Oft let me hear thy soefCMng tiMV 

Low whup'ring through the shade. 




But r We tb. 

SHU I lore tfM 

Of gentle evening fiui 

«d*«tthon,* 
Measure is off 
Hm thy cottage 
TJiWahekwwi 

^eel BOOM wft a 
Gliding' o'er tfty 
^^▼c sweet sere 
While aJI di$«rm 
Steal through ih, 
^▼CtttthMfcuy 

^«tt»undiitingtt 
F«r A*dfn the worJ 
Thy litUc virtuei , 
Go,andinday»«n 
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THE MONUMENT 

OF 

ROSE: 

A FAVOURITE SPANIEL. 
By the Ewl of CarUtk. 

Ye fairy sprites, who oft by dusky eve. 
When DO rude noise disturbs thu peaceful grove. 

O'er cowslips' heads your airy dances weave. 
Or with your females whisper tales of love. 

A favourite's urn protect with ev'ry spell. 
That by the conscious moon ye here prepare: 

Nor in the breast the heaving righ repel. 
Nor in the redden'd eye the starting tear. 

For ye have seen her at the rise of day. 

Fair as the blusliing flower, whoie name she bore; 

IVy the thick copse, or in the valleys play. 
Neglect her do^ though all her beauty 's o'er. 

Lest should some heifer from die neighbouring mead* 
Or playful colt her little tomb profane; 

Lest on that breast the turf too hard they tread» 
Which 9^'tff ^jffm iffrow, npr e'er tM^ pun- 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



IN the following Poenis, the plan of Fable 
is somewhat enlarged^ and the province so far 
extended, that the original narrative and 
MORAL 7nay be accompanied with imagery^ 
description, and sentiment. The scenery is 
formed in a department of Nature adapted to 
the genius and disposition of Poetry; where 
she finds new objects, interests^ and connexions^ 
to exercise her fancy and her powers. If the 
execution, therefore, be unsuccessful, it is not 
the fault of the Plan, but of the Poet. 
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DR. LANGHORNE. 



Op all classes of literature, it is geiicrallj admitted, that none is 
mure pleasing to writers, or more interesting to readers of taste, than 
biographical accounts of characters who have been eminent for their 
Iraming or their talents. Indeed, this sort of knowledge has ever 
been sought after with avidity, for it is to the biography «f departed 
eminence, when composed with characteristic truth, that posterity 
must refer for examples of every quality and actbn that is praise- 
worthy great, and glorious. But, of all others* the lives of poctt 
have ever proved particularly entertaining; because, as Horace justly 
observes, they are bom, but not made. '* Poeta nateitur, ncnfii;" 
and because, in all ages, they have from the greatest to those of 
the most meagre pretensions, generally experienced the otmost ex- 
tremes of good and evil, the most extraordinary Ticissitudes and 
shades of calamity. 

Gibbon has observed, that " (he nobility laf the Spencen hat 
been illustrated and enriched by the trophies of a Marlborough, but 
that the Fairy Queen is the most precious jewel in their coronet j" 
by which he evidently means, that titles receive additional lustre, 
when tliose to whom they descend, or are given, possess poetical 
qualifications. It therefore follows, that these qualifications, when 
united with piety and genius, are holden by the world in such de- 
servedly high estimation, that no eartlily recompense can reflect ou 
them additional grandeur. 

But the labours of the necrologist, though excvMAi^tas^t-rnXve?^ 
weijflbed ia the temle of impartiahty and juaUc^i ^cokxi^^ Iqwdi 
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He was bora at Kirkby-Steplien, Westmorland, in Mwrch, 1735, 
and was only four years old at the death of his father, when hia 
mother, being in circumstances far from affluent, gave him the first 
rudiments of education, which he afterwards completed at Appleby. 
His progress in classical learning is a striking instance, to the many 
on record, of what is to be effected by perseverance and a desire 
for study ; he having been able, at the early age of thirteen, t^jcad 
and construe the Greek Testament. 

At the age of eighteen, having acquired a perfect knowledge of 
ancient literature, and his circumstances being inadequate to hia 
expectations, he engaged himself as a private tutor in a family near 
Ripon, where he wrote "Stud ley Park, an Elegy written amongst 
the Ruins of Pontefract Castle, and an Ode to the River Eden," 
all of which being considered by their author as nothing more than 
javenile efforts, were despised by him, tliough they really posien a 
f^oDsiderable portion of merit. Studley Park was written in praiae 
of a beautiful spot, and perhaps with a hope of finding a patron in 
its possessor, in which, however, having failed, he did not retain the 
poem in his collection; but it is now before the public^ and by no 
means diminishes the reputation he has gained. 

He afterwards became an assistant at the firee-flchool in Wake* 
field, where he soon acquired deacon's orders, and gained much 
|iopularity as a preacher. In 1759, he was engaged as a preceptor 
lu the sons of R. Cracroft, £s(|. of Hackthorn, Lincolnshire^ and 
here he soon gave a proof of the liberality of his heart, by publish* 
inp a volume of poems for the benefit of a reduced gentleman in 
distress. In the preface to this volume he feelingly observes, "If 
any one, into whoM: hands this work shall fall, should be dissatisfied 
with his purchaM;, let him remember that it is published for the relief 
of a gentleman in distress; and that he has not tlirown away five 
shillings in the purchase of a worthless book, but contributed so much 
to the assistance of indigent merit. I had rather have my readera 
feel that pleasure which arises from the sense of having done one 

a3 
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▼irtooiu deed, than all thej can enjoj horn tibe worin oC pMHy 
and wit." 

Having a desire to take the degree of bachelor of dvnaaty, ha r| 
entered himself, in 1760, at Clare Hall, where be wrote the ] 
on the accession and marriage of his present majesty* i 
published m the tale of " Solyman and Almena." 

£^ by the statutes of the university of Cambridge, a ] 
take his degrees without being compelled to be 
Mr. Langhome was enabled to continue in Uie family of Mr. Cra- 
croft, where, from a congeniality of sentiment, an a tta c hm ent of the 
most tender nature originated between him and ICin Ann* the 
second daughter of that gentleman. This yoing bdy wea TCiy 
accomplished, and, by her love for study, fonned a striking c o ntr iM 
to the generality of modem females. She devoted much attention 
to the cultivation of the elegant arts, and, under the teition ef 
Mr. Langhome, she became proficient in the Italian langoage. Il 
also appears, that she peculiarly excelled in that deDgMAt^ Ihal 
heavenly science, which 



- can soften tttcl ui4 iloae. 



Make tigers Ume, and hogc Icvlathaai 
Fonake unsounded deep* and dsacc OB la 

And this being her favourite study, our readers wiH rendilj < 

the impression it roust have made on a hcait of iu 1 

than that of Mr. Langhome ; for justly hat it been obierved^ IkMl 

** The man who hath no ausic hi hb MMd, 
Is fit for treasons, ttiaUgcBa aad ipalh." 

The situation, however, in which this gentl( 
only be conceived, to its lull extent, by 
•iniilar predicament. Such can form a just ides of 
author, who, although possessed of all the facility of 
gentlemanly manners which result from a libenl ' 
e/aeottbi/ity, although he found Vaa \MBrtl minft adh 
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limest sensation, yet it was long ere he could acquire sufficient i 
lution to make a declaration of his passion to her, who was the 
farourite daughter of his opulent employer. At length, howeTer* 
he made known his feelings, and the result was a strong, though 
Secret, attachment on the part of his pupil, who, from prudential 
motives and an apprehension, probably well founded, that the peat 
disproportion of their circumstances would preclude the coDSent of 
her family to such a union, at first gave a direct refusal to his so- 
licitations. Mr. Langhome, however, by addressing to her some 
odes, elegies, and amatory expostulations, happily kept up the 
flame which he had elicited, and she remained 

'*ConsUnt as courage to the brave ia battle, 
Consunt at martyrs burning for their gods." 

But the disappointment which he had experienced rendering his 
situation at Hackthorn insupportable, he, in 1761, remoyed to 
Dagenharo, in Essex, where he officiated as a curate, and though, 
like most men of talents and genius, he was obliged to depend on 
hb exertions for support, yet he devoted a considerable portion of 
time to cultivate the friendship of the Muses, who had already 
adopted him as their favoured pupil. In 1759, he wrote the 
" Death of Adonis, a Pastoral Ele^y, from Bion*," which, I think, 
though I have never observed it particularly noticed in any criti- 
cism on his works, is one of the nioi^t charming of his poetical com- 
positions. For instance, what can bo prettier than the frantic adr 
dress of Venus to the already dead Adonis. 

'' Yet stay, lov'd youth, a moment, ere we part. 
Oh, let me kiss thee, hold thee to my heart I 
A little moment, dear Adooii, stay 
And kits thy Venus, ere those lips ai« clay. 

* It was my intcnllon to contrast some passages of this Elegy with cxtracta C\««^ 
a vctyeltfwit frete traofJatton of Bion,by Edwafd da ^ou, 1^. V^^^^^^^ ^ 
«7^» ^itf <^ ^«^ ^ wbicb chii mcDMlff maiihc con&M4 lraata«M« «1 ^a« 
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Let those dear lips by miiw oae« aof* 
Till thy last breath expire Inle ay Wtut| 
Then, when life's ebbing pulse acar^ icarei €•■■• 
111 catch thy sool, and drink thy dying lowcf 
That last-lcft pledge thall aootli my toitnM totM^ I 



The "Tears of Music/' in memory of Hodel. ha wralt fa 17iO| 
the "Hj^mn to Hope," in 1761 ; and the "Vicenij and ViMai«f 
Fancy/' in 1763. It appears, that Lord Halifia* the knd limHHt 
of Ireland, to whom the "Viceroy" wm tddraited* did aot mtme 
thank the author for the compliment. 

In the "Visions of Fancy," which if one of hia moit odthnlid 
pieces, we perceive the state of his mind at that period ; ft atale oC 
love almost subdued by despair, yet relying for relief OD hopep 
These elegies, particularly the first and third, are extrenielj cl^|Mt 
end harmonious. 

In the same year he composed hil " Letteit on HajW^iow B^ 
tirement. Melancholy, and Enthatiasm;" end "SolymeB ead At 
mene;" and having dedicated the former to Biihop WaAerti^ ha, 
toon gained the attention of that prelate. It wee in aaOHfMMK 
of the notice he received from him, ihial be wroic Ibc '' Lettef* aup 
posed to have passed between Tbcudusjus ond Coiutanttai'* ml 
ere highly esteemed for the purity of their ityle 
their doctrine. 

Having,' in the year 1704, obt^ced the appointment of <i 
end lecturer of St. Juhn'», Clcrken^vvll, he rtnuived lo thm 
polls, and Uiortly after wards publiilii;tJ two vulume* of '*S 
which, however, had enemies as vfiii\ as udmirert. Ttie ^TtaCft 
on Religious Philosophy *' are lilcwiAc toundi elegant, eibd 
discourses, which strongly exhibit the pleasure* eruinf ftom 
practice of virtue, exclu#fcp of the inler|>(iifjUo(i or Dii^mr »iJL 

About this period he u>Tmed e Cfmivccbon with the propfietof of 
the Monthly Review, wbicYi c«n6v\^iin\, *^^ \vS\\^ w<v*£tiftw^«wflk, iift5^ 
tiM dccea««» ; and those vvbo cea Un «x *ti V^^t* ^K '^^ ^^^>c^ <*^ 
W engegeineut, when tbey ate .V.^\«^^^<^ ^m. «^.*«A«^>^ 
«Oc«ive that the doctor iwo* ^**^*^ ^^'^ 
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«nd not a few enemies. Aniongst the latter was Hugh Kellj^ wliu 
published a poem which contained a very illiberal invective against 
him; particularly the accusation of damning, in the Review, all 
works of exrcJlencc. and praising his own. It is proper, however, 
that the public should know (and I huvo been assured of the fact 
on undisputed authority) that, in all the established lleviews, no 
author is suti'iTpd to write an account of his oun work. On the 
contrary, if he furnish sketches, or hints, of his own publication* 
they arc rigidly examined, and corrected by the editor with the 
strictest impartiality. But to return to thi> yubjcct of our memoir: 
in the year 176^, he was ap|Hjiutcd by Vv. Ilurd, the present bishop 
of Worcester, assistant preacher at Lincoln's Inn; and, in the same 
year, he published his '* Letters on the Eloquence of the Pulpit" 
They were followed by a poem in favour of the Scotch, called 
"Genius and Valour,*' whicli, by opposing the "Prophecy of Fa- 
mine" of Churchill, drew u{K>n }iim the enmity of that satyrist; the 
attack, however, did not deprive liim of any portion of his credit. 
On the contrary, he was rewarded, in 1766, by the uniTersity of 
Edinburgh, with the degree of doctor in divinity. 

At length, in 1767, the doctor was united to Miss Ann Cracroft, 
with whom, for five years, he had kept up an incessant correspond- 
ence ; and the letters were, alter her decease, and by her partica* 
lar request, published under the title of "Letters to Eleonora" 

Soon after his marriage a living was purchased at Blagdoiiy 
Somerietshire, to which the doctor retired with his beloved 
companion. But his happiness was of short duration; for, at the 
end of eighteen months, Mrs. Langhome. in the most awful trial to 
which a female is exposed, forfeited her existence, leaving an infant 
son, now the Rev. J. T. I^ngliorne, already mentioned. 

The impression which the loss of such an accomplished partner 
inade upon the mind of the doctor was extreme ; and in ordec tu 
burjr tite recollection of past felicity, be rdVied Xo '¥oW^\<q(^^» wa' 
rcMided with hiM elder brother, the Rey. Y^ . LAXi^rcA* \vtx« ' 
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published his poem, entitled '*The ] 
-it in praise of paternal affection. 

It was in this retirement that he i 
of his brother, in making a complete i 
Plutarch;" an undertaking endently' 
ability, and which will render any other i 
He employed the first years of his widowhood i 
the loss of his accomplished lady, by 
ing verses written at Sandgate Castle: he also wrote i 
stanzas to the late Mr. Scott, of AmweU, who \ 
similar domestic misfortune; and this brought oA i 
Iween the two gentlemen, which continued during tfattt 1 

About tliis time he published the "Letters nppOMd to toM 
parsed between St. Evremond and Waller;" 
Pharamond;" while, in the same year, 177 1« ha 4 
blishcd his reputation as a poet, by the publictttion of I 
ing "Fables" which form the subject of the pcctent Tnl«— Hi 
plan of the fable, according to the jost czpfauMtioQ g^vcnl^te 
author liinibelf, " is here enlarged, and the provaeti 
that the original narrative aad moral may he 
imagery, description, and sentunent. The leettery it fNMi h ■ 
department of nature, adapted to die genint aid di^eriliiB^^ 
poetry, where she fmds new objects^ iiUcre^t}, ^Lud connrttioiu tv 
exercise her fancy and her powers.*' In addlcian to this ttaie]M0t. 
all readers of ta^te will concur in the justke of the falltmiitg i^ 
marks by Mr. Langhorne, junior: "The rural imagery on vnhkk ^ 
the fables are grounded, had not been before adaptifd to that 
q>ecies of poetry; and the moral ir m natumUy iaterwovcn wub 
the narrative, that its eff*ect is more forrihtt^ and mi»ro pkt«iiig tha ; 
when unconnected with the reletioii. Impersonation may e«neuilf 
be applied, with as rauoh reaiOD» to Ae vcgetubk ju to the aaiW ^ 
creation, if the characteriitic attributoJ oi each pbnt or 6o««ttgttl 
faithfully marked, and the unitj of the £abl«r is maittltMJirdt^^^l 
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beautiful fields of ▼egetative nature afford an ample range for tbe 
poet and the moralist; and since every avenue which leads to 
knowledge, and unlocks the sources of moral truth, requires to be 
disclosed, the mode of conveying instruction, by allegorising the 
scenery of nature, must be considered as an acquisition to literature; 
not only as it extends the province of the poetic genius, but at 
tending to inspire just and rational sentiments of virtue." 

His poem, entitled "The Origin of the Veil," was also written 
in 1771, while he was on a visit at Potton, in Bedfordshire; and 
retoming, in 1772, to his native county, he married the daughter of 
■ Thompson, Esq. a magistrate, who resided near Brough. 

With her he made a short tour through part of France, and, on his 
return, he retired to his parsonage at Blagdon, where he passed the 
remainder of his days. 

In 1773, he was put in the commission of the [>eace, and at the 
importunity of his friend and coadjutor, Dr. Buru, he wrote the 
" Country Justice," a poem, in three parts. He also translated, 
from the Italian, " A Historical Dissertation on tbe ancient Repub- 
lics of Italy." 

It is a very remarkable circutnstance in the life of this author, 
that, in less than four years after his marriage, his second wife ex- 
perienced the same fate as his first: 

** Til thui that Heaven iu empire does mainUiiii 
It may afflict, but man may not complain.** 

She left him a daughter, whom, by will, he confided to the care of 
Mrs. Gillman, a lady whose friendship he had gained by tome 
poetical compliments. 

By his interest with the Bouverie family, he was, in 1777, pre- 
sented to a prebend in the catliedral of Wells, and would have ex- 
perienced the highest dignities in his profession, if, in the death of 
Mr. York, for whom the seals were intended, the doctor had not 
lost a patron from whom he had received the strongest profenions 
«f friendship. Bui 




tnd though it might be expe 
have been proof iii:aiii>t sucl 
wholly recovered ihi^ disap) 
which lasted three year?, and ; 
April, 1779, hi the forty-fit\h 3 

During his illness, however 
it considered as one of his mo 
tremely pathetic, and, from its 
commonly interesting. 

The difTcrent productions of 
ij eiamined by Dr. Anderson, 
do honour to his erudition and c 
the doctor, as a writer, may be t 
lowing puagraph. 

"Af a poet, his composition! 
marki of genius; a fine imaginatii 
Qnd enlhosiasm, the great essenti 
■nd place them far above the sti 
tenderness of love and the s 
adapted to his genius, a«i well as 
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t in esse and distinctness. His chief faults are redimdiiU 
ion, and an affectation of false and unnecessary omament 
ot always contented with that concise and simple language , 
I sufficient to express his sentiments, tut is tempted to in- 
1 superfluous diction, by the fascinating charms of noveltj 
inony. By giving way to the luxury of words, and immo- 
smbellisliment, he sometimes, though rarely, violates simpli» 
id becomes unavoidably inaccurate and redundant. Hk 
nts, however, are always just, often new, and generally 
A great degree of elegance and classical simplicity runt 
I all his compositions; and his descriptions of nature, rural 
f, pictures of private virtue, and pastoral innocence, have a 
IS selection of circumstances, a graceful plainness of eipre»- 
d a happy mixture of pathos and sentiment, which maik the 
r poet. 

I an author, he is more esteemed for his poetic tliao bii 
productions, though candour must admit the latter pnnicw ' 
legree of fancy, sentiment, and erudition, as rntitlMhthcm 
ore general approbation than they have hitherto reeoied; 
he numerous prose works he wrote, none have been in greet 
since his death, except 'Solyman and Almena, Theodoni 
nstantia, and Plutarch's Lives,' which have gone throng 
editions." 

wrote a dramatic piece, ui 1765, entitled "Tlie Fatal Pio- 
' but in this he was less successful than in any of hia other 
ions. Indeed, it does not appear to be calculated for re- 
ation. 

private character of Dr. Langhome, in the several depeit- 
ti life, was such as to entitle his memory to that reipect 
ocicty in general most ever retain for an affiectionate peient« 
erested friend, and a benevolent man. 




FABLE I. 



THE SUN-FLOWER AND THE IVY. 

As duteous to the place of prayer 
Within the convent's lonely walls. 

The holy sisters still repair. 

What time the rosy morning calls: 
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The flower of Ph, 
"To meet the Pc 

And where, along 
HerGodinbrigl 

Still there her fond 
And there her go 

^^cmng front 
On western waves 

SWl there she sought 
And there she tum 
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Such duty in a flower displayed 

The holy sisters smiled to see, 
Forgave the Pagan rites it paid, 

And loved its fond idolatry. 

But painful still, though meant for kind. 
The praise that falls on Envy's ear! 

O'er the dim window's arch intwined, 
The Cfinker'd Ivy chanced to ueSf. 

And " See," she cried, " that specious flower, 
" Whose flattering bosom courts the sun, 

** The pageant of a gilded hour, 

" The convent's simple hearts hath won! 

« Obsequious meanness! ever prone 
" To watch the patron's turning eye; 

«* No will, no motion of its own! 
«* 'Tis this they love, for this they sigh: 




" The flattering < 
"A^orspoiJthe 

"Tometheirprai 

" Of longer bloo 

"Whom changing 

"And find them 

"How well," them 

^ *' Can Envy's wn 

I" The obvious bound 

' "fouIFLATTEHr 
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" When low this golden fonn shall fall 
** And spread with dust its parent plain; 

" That dust shall hear his genial call, 
" And rise, to glory rise again. 

" To thee, my gracious power, to thee 
" My love, my heart, my life are due! 

** Thy goodness gave that life to be; 
" Thy goodness shall that life renew. 

" Ah me! one moment from thy sight 
" That thus my truant-eye should stray! 

" The God of glory sets in night; 
" His faithless flower has lost a day." 

Sore grieved the flower, and drooped her head; 

And sudden tears her breast bedewed: 
Consenting tears the sisters shed. 

And, wrapt in holy wonder, viewed. 
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With joy, with pious pride data, 
** Behold," the aged abbess criea» 

** An emblem of that happier hte 
*' Which heaven to all but us deniet. 

** Our hearts no fears but duteous fisan^ 
" No charm but duty's charm can 

'' We shed no tears but holy tears 
" Of tender penitence and lore. 

" See there the envious world pourtrayed 
^' In that dark look, that creeping pace! 

'' No flower can bear the Ivy's shade; 
" No tree supporUits cold embrace. 

" The oak that rears it from the groudri^ 
** And bears its tendrils to the skie% 

" Feels at his heart the rankling wouidt >. 
" And in its poisonous anns he dkp^ 

.A 
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Her moral thus the matron read, 
Studious to teach her children dear. 

And they by love, or duty led, 

With pleasure heard, or seemed to hear. 

Tet one less duteous, not less fair, 
(In convents still the tale is known) 

The fable heard with silent care. 
But found a moral of her own. 



The flower that smiled along the day. 
And droop'd in tears at evening's fall; 

Too well she found her life display. 
Too well her fatal lot recall. 



The treacherous Ivy's gloomy shade. 
That murdered what it most embraced. 

Too well that cruel scene conveyed 
Which all her fairer hopes efiaced. 
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FABLE 11. 



THE EVENING PRIMROSE. 

There are that love the shades of life. 
And shun the splendid walks of Fame; 

There are that hold it rueful strife 
To risk Ambition's losing game: 




^o^^tcnt to Si 
In Friends] 

Than vainer f 

The Evenin, 

B'ooms only tc 

And loves iu 

In Eden's vale 
At the dim tv 

On his time-smc 
^ith wonder ^ 
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" Nor thee, the vagrants of the field, 
" The hamlet's little train behold; 

" Their eyes to sweet oppression yield, 
" When thine the falling shades unfold. 

" Nor thee the hasty shepherd heeds, 

" When love has filled his heart with cares, 

" For flowers he rifles all the meads, 

** For waking flowers — but thine forbears. 

"Ah! waste no more that beauteous bloom 
*• On night's chill shade, that fragrant breath, 

** Let smiling suns those gems illume! 
" Fair flower, to live unseen is death." 

Soft as the voice of vernal gales 

That o'er the bending meadow blow. 

Or streams that steal through even vales. 
And murmur that they move so slow; 



X ue Dira ot eve app 
And answered th 



By moonlight Bhadei 
Lovely flower, we 

Of our pleasures dec 

Laughing day may 1 
But I love the mo< 
Still I love the mc 

Of gen tie ev ning fair, 

iJidst thou, shephc 
Pleasure is of i 
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Gliding o'er thy yielding mind, 

Leave sweet serenity behind; 

While all disaiined, the cares of day 

Steal through the falling gloom away? 

Love to think thy lot was laid 

In this undistinguished shade. 

Far from the world's infectious view, 

Thy little virtues safely blew. 

Go, and in day's more dangerous hour, 

Guard thy emblematic flower. 





FABLE m. 



THE LAUREL AND THE REED. 

The Reed* that once the shepherd blew 
On old Cephisus' hallowed side. 
To Sylla's cruel bow applied. 

Its inoffensive master slew. 



* The reeds on the banks of the Cephisus, of which the ibep* 
herds made their pipes, Sylia's soldiers used for arroits. 




Let music soothe 

He frowned— He ba< 
The arrow smote i 

No more its tone his 
Nor wake its vocal 

Cephisus, from his g 
With woe beheld t 

He mourned, and, as i 
Assenting sighed ef 
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" Ah! what, unheedful have we done! 

" What demons here in death delight? 
*• What fiends that curse the social sun? 

" What furies of infernal night? 

" See, see, my peaceful shepherds bleed! 

** Each heart in harmony that vied, 
** Smote by its own melodious Reed, 

" Lies cold, along my blushing side. 

" Back to your urn, my waters, fly; 

"'Or find in earth some secret way; 
" For horror dims yon conscious sky, 

" And hell has issued into day.'* 

Through Delphi's holy depth of shade 

The sympathetic sorrows ran; 
While in his dim and mournful glade 

The genius of her groves began: 



"fro iw BCe 



"And mourns for 

"In vain my violated 
"Must I with eqm 

"While desolation 8fc 
"And>idBthe8anj 



" God ofthe genial It 
"My laurel shad^ 

^TboM leaves no poe 
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" Yet deem not these of Pluto's race, 
"Whom wounded Nature sues in vain; 

•* Pluto disclaims the dire disgrace, 

" And cries, indignant, " They are men." 





FABLE IV. 



THE GARDEN ROSE AND THE WILD ROSE. 

As Dee, whose current free from stain. 
Glides fair o'er Merioneth's plain. 
By mountains forced his way to steer 
Along the lake of Pimble Mere, 




And leads his lut 

Unmixed, unsuUi 

So clear through ] 

So free could Thc 

Could Hope as sp 

A« first she left he 

Unsought in her ro 



Butahf theyrwilln, 
^«i life's fim fair 
Tlie glowing hand oi 
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Come, then; thy kind recesses ope! 
Fair keeper of the dreams of Hope! 
Come with thy visionary train; 
And bring my morning scenes again! 



To Enon's wild and silent shade. 
Where oft my lonely youth was laid; 
What time the woodland Genius canae. 
And touched me with his holy flame.— 



Or, where the hermit, Bela, leads 

Her waves through solitary meads; 

And only feeds the desart-flower. 

Where once she soothed my slumbering hour: 

Or roused by Stainmore's wintry sky. 

She wearies echo with her cry; 

And oft, what storms her bosom tear. 

Her deeply-wounded banks declare. 
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Or, winding ro 
Silently glide, y 
To sound his Ii< 
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O Memory! bei 
FoT, when life's ^ 
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A Rose, the poet's favourite flower. 
From Flora's cultured walks he bore; 

No fairer bloomed in Esher's bower. 
Nor Prior's charming Chloe wore. 

No fairer flowers could Fancy twine 
To hide Anacreon's snowy hair; 

For there Almeria's bloom divine. 
And Elliot's sweetest blush was there. 

When she, the pride of courts, retires. 
And leaves for shades, a nation's love. 

With awe the village maid admires. 
How Waldegrave looks, how Waldr* 

GRAVE moves. 

-^. 

So marvelled much in Enon's shade 
The flowers that all uncultured grew. 

When there the splendid Rose displayed 
Her swelling breast, and shining hue. 




" """pier bJo< 
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" Yet, lovely flower, I find in thee 
"Wild sweetness which no ^ords express^ 

•* And charms in thy simplicity, 

" That dwell not in the pride of dress." 




^^; 










FABLE V. 



THE VIOLET AND THE PANSY. 

Shepherd, if near thy artless breast 
The God of fond desires repair; 

Implore him for a gentle guest. 
Implore him with unwearied prayer. 




Should these thy 
And steal thy « 

^at heart shall so 
And soon the err 
'fin the beauteous 
No gentle virtue't 

far from his hive on. 

A young and yet u 
Borne on his tender V 

^ent forth the flov 
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By nature urged, by instinct led. 
The bosom of a flower he sought. 

Where streams mourned round a mossy bed. 
And violets all the bank enwrought 

Of kindred race, but brighter dies. 
On that fair bank a Pansy grew. 

That borrowed from indulgent skies 
A velvet shade and purple hue. 

The tints that streamed with glossy gold. 
The velvet shade, the purple hue. 

The stranger wondered to behold. 
And to its beauteous bosom flew. 

Not fonder ha^te the lover speeds. 
At evening's fall, his fair to meet. 

When o'er the hardly-bending meads 
He springs on more than mortal feet 




i han felt the fond < 
W^hen first the go 

Ah! pity much hiry. 

His heart in beaut] 
So never passion the^ 

But where the geni 

In vain he seeks those 
No soul^ustaining « 

No honeyed sweetness 
The languid waste o 
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** Fly, fond adventurer, fly the art 

" That courts thine eye with fair attire; 

" Who smiles to win the heedless heart, 
•* Will smile to see that heart expire. 

" This modest flower of humbler hue, 
*' That boasts no 4epth of glowing dyes, 

*' Arrayed in unbespangled blue, 
'< The simple cloathing of the skies— 



^ This flower, with balmy sweetness blest^ 
" May yet thy languid life renew:" 

He said, and to the Violet's breast 
The little vagrant faintly flew. 





"^,./ /'.,<. /«/ slsj/a^*'-.^ r^n Vjr.a' oU'b. i 
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FABLE VI. 



THE QUEEN OF THE MEADOW AND TUB 
CROWN IMPEBIAL. 

From Bactri a's vales, where beauty blows 

Luxuriant in the genial ray; 
Where flowers a bolder gem disclose^ 

And deeper drink the golden day: 
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That freedom even 
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That sway the Crown Imperial soughtt 
With high demand and haughty mien: 

But equal claim a rival brought, 

A rival called the Meadow's Queek. 

" In climes of orient glory bom, 
" Where beauty first and empire grew; 

" Where first unfolds the golden mom, 
" Where richer falls the fragrant dew: 

'' In lights ethereal beauty drest, 

" Behold,'' he cried, " the favoured flower, 
" Which Flora's high commands invest 

" With ensigns o£ imperial power! 

'' Where prostrate vales, and blushing meads, 
'' And bending mountains own his sway, 

*' While Persia's lord his empire leads, 
** And bids the trembling world obey; 




■ 'J8 mine to bind 
"And reign in en 

"Then lowly bov,y 

"Confess your mo 

"And own the only < 

"When fear flies ti 

He said, and sudden o 
From flower to flow 

With modest air. and, 
When thus, the Mba 
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'' If war my peaceful realms assail, 
" And then, unmoved by pity's call, 

«• I smile to see the bleeding vale, 
" Or feel one joy in nature's falL 

«• Then may each justly vengeful flower 
** Pursue her Queen with generous strife, 

«* Nor leave the hand of lawless power 
** Such compass on the scale of life. 

«* One simple virtue all my pride! 

** The wish that flies to misery's aid; 
•* The balm that stops the crimson tide*, 

*< And heals the wounds that war has made." 



* The property of tiiat floweii 
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FABLE VIL 



THE WALL-FLOWER. 



" Why loves my flower, the sweetest flower 
" That swells the golden breast of May, 

" Thrown rudely o'er this ruined tower, 
" To waste her solitary day? 
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" Why, when the mead, the spicy vale, 
" The grove and genial garden call, 

** VFUI she her fragrant soul exhale, 
" Unheeded on the lonely wall? 

** For never sure was beauty born 
" To live in death's deserted shade! 

" Come, lovely flower, my banks adorn, 
'* My banks for life and beauty made/' 



f 



Thus Pity waked the tender thought^ 
And by her sweet persuasion led. 

To seize the hermit-flower I sought. 
And bear her from her stony bed^ 

I sought — but sudden on mine ear 
A voice in hollow murmurs broke. 

And smote my heart w ith holy fear-^ 
The Genius of the Ruin spoka^ 
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" From thee be far th* Ungentle deed, 
** The honours of the dead to spoil, 

*' Or take the sole remaining meed, 
** The flower that crowns their former toil! 

" Nor deem that flower the garden's foe, 
" Or fond to grace this barren shade; 

*• *Tis Nature tells her to bestow 
** Her honours on the lonely dead. 

" For this, obedient Zephyrs bear 

" Her light seeds round yon turret's mold, 

'< And undispersed by tempests there, 
" They rise in vegetable gold. 

•• Nor shall thy wonder wake to see 
''Such desart scenes distinction crave; 

** Oft they have been, and oft shall be 
«• Truth's, Honour's, Valour's, Beauty's grave. 
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" Where longs to fall that rifted spire, 
" As weary of th* insulting air; 

" The poet's thought, the wai rior*s fire, 
** The lover*fl sighs are sleeping theje^ 



' When that too shakes the trembling ground^ 
** Bonie down by some tempestuous sky, 

' And many a slumbering cottage round 
" Startles — how still their hearts will lie! 



' Of them whOj wrapt in earth so cold, 
" No more the smiling day shall view, 

' Should many a tender t^ie be toldj 
" For many a tender thought is due. 



" Hast thou not seen some lover pale, 
** When evening brought the pensive hou^ 

" Step slowly o'er the shadowy vale, 
** Aud stop to pluck the frequent flow^rf 
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** Those flowers he surely meant to strew 
" On lost afiection*s lowly cell; 

•* Though there, as fond remembrance grew, 
" Forgotten, from his hand they fell. 

** Has not for thee the fragrant thorn 
"Been taught her first rose to resign? 

" With vain but pious fondness borne 
" To deck thy Nancy's honoured shrine! 

•' 'Tis Nature pleading in the breast, 
" Fair memory of her works to find; 

" And when to fate she yields the rest, 
" She claims the monumental mind. 

*• Why, else, the o'ergrown paths of time 
" Would thus the lettered sage explore, 

•• With pain these crumbling ruins climb, 
" And on the doubtful sculpture pore? 
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FABLE VIII. 



THE TULIP AND THE MYRTLE*. 

TwAS on the border of a stream 

A gayly-painted Tulip stood. 
And, gilded by the morning beam, 

Surveyed her beauties in the flood. 

* This fable was first published in a Collection of Letters, sop- 
poted to have passed between St. ETremond and Waller. 
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And sure, more lovely to behoU, 
Might nothing meet the wistfal eye» 

Than crimson fading into gold^ 
In streaks of fairest qrnunetiy. 

The beauteous flower widi pride date. 

Ah me! that pride with beauty dwells! 
Vainly affects superior states 

And thus in empty fancy swells. • 

• 
'' O lustre of unrivalled bloom! 

** Fair painting of a hand divine! 
'< Superior far to mortal doom^ 

*' The hues of heaven alone am mine! 



' Away, ye worthless, formle 
<' Ye weeds, that boaat the 

' No more my native bed 
'' Unmeet for tribes so 
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'< Shall the bright daughter of the Sun 
** Associate with the shrubs of earth? 

^ Ye slaves, your sovereign's presence shunt 
" Respect her beauties and her birth. 

** And thou, dull, sullen ever-green! 

** Shalt thou my shining sphere invade? 
'' My noon-day beauties beam unseen, 

'* Obscured beneath thy dusky shaded 

•• Deluded flower!'* the Myrtle cries, 
** Shall we thy moment's bloom adore? 

** The meanest shrub that you despise, 
** The meanest flowm* has merit more. 

*< That daisy in its simple bloom, 
** Shall last along the changing year; 

^* Blush on the snow of winter's gloom, 
'* And bid the smiling spring appear. 

p 
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** But kindly deeds with scorn repaid, 
" No more by virtue need be done: 

" I now withdraw my dusky shade, 
" And yi«ld thee to thy darling sun." 

Fierce on the flower the scorching beam 
With all its weight of glory fell; 

The flower exulting caught the gleam. 
And lent its leaves a bolder swelL 

Expanded by the searching fire. 
The curling leaves the breast disclose; 

The mantling bloom was painted higher. 
And eveiy latent charm exposed. 

But when the sun was sliding low. 
And evening came, with dews so cold; 

The wanton beauty ceased to blow. 
And sought her bending leaves to fold« 



And fled before the risinj 
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FABLE IX. 



THE BEE-FLOWEB*. 

Come, let ub leave this painted plain; 

This waste of flowers that palls the eye: 
The walks of Nature's wilder reign 

Shall please in plainer majesty. 

* Thif IB a species of the Orchis, which is found in the htrreii 
md mountainous paits of Lincobsbiref Worcestershire, Kent and 
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Through those fair scenesy where yet ahe owm 

Superior charms to BaockMAir's art. 
Where, crowned with el^gftnt repose. 

He cherishes the social hearts- 
Through those fair scenes we*ll wander wild. 

And on yon pastured mountains rest; 
Come, brother dear! corne^ Nature*s childl 

With all her simple virtues blest 



The sun far-seen on distant towers. 
And clouding groves sdtofpeopled i 

And ruins pale of princely bowers 
On B£ACHBOBouoH*s siiy iMHiits shall 
please. "-^ 

Hertfordshire. Nature has Ibrawd • BtS ipppmd^ teA|| tl 

tlie breast of the flower with lo audi tnctticsB, that it is impoi- 
aihle, at a very small distaoce, to <BitiQg|[t»h the tmpoiitiaiL 
this purpote she has ohaerred as mmmmy dtiTeretit from < 
it fbond in moat other flowcob tmk iM laid the p^ali I 
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Nor lifeless there the lonely scene; 

The little labourer of the hive. 
From flower to flower, from green to j 

Murmurs, and makes tKe wild alive. 

See, on that flowrets velvet breast. 
How close the bui^ vagrant lies! 

His thin-wrought plume» his downy h 
Th* ambrosial gold that swells his tl 

Regardless, whilst we wander near. 
Thrifty of time, his task he pli^; 

Or sees he no intruder near? 
And rest in sleep his weary eyes? 
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And found the picture ol 
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THE FABLES OF FLORA. 



As conscious that affection grows. 

Pleased with the pencil's mimic power*; 
That power with leading hand she shows^ 
And paints a Bee upon a flower* 

Marky how that rooted mandrake wears 
His human feet, his human hands! 

Oft, as his shapely form he tears. 
Aghast the frighted ploughman stands. 

See where, in yonder orient stone. 
She seems ev'n with herself at strife. 

While fairer from her hand is shown 
The pictured, than the native life. 



* The well-known Fables of the Painter and the Statnary that 
fell in love with objects of their own creation, plainly arose from 
the idea of that attachment, which follows the imitation of agree- 
aUe •bjects, to the objedi imitated. 
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Helvetians rocks, Sabrina's wav^^ 
Still many a shining pebble beHT, 

Where oft her atudiuus hand engi-aves 
The perfect tortnt and leaves it ib&r& 

O longj my Paxtom*, boast her art| 
Apd long her kwd of love fulfil : 

To thee she gave her hand and heart. 
To thee, her kindDess and her skill! 

* Aa mgeuloui Fortnil Punter m BAllibcune Pbe«^ 
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FABLE X. 



THE WILDING AND THE BROOM* 

In yonder green wood blows the Broom; 

Shepherds, we'll trust our flocks to strays 
Goto; Nature in her sweetest bloom. 

And st^al from Care one summer-day. . 



THB VAfiLEi or! 



From him* whose gay and 
Fair-handed Hume with 

We'll learn to breathe the 
Where slow the faiiy Foktha ^ 



And, oh! that he t whose gentle 1 
In Nature's softest mould was made^ 

Who left her smiling works impr^t 
In characters that cannot fade. 



That he might leave his lowly shrine^ 
Though softer there the Seasons ftll"^> 

They come, the sons of rerse diTine^ 
They come to Fanq^s magic caSL 



What aiiy sounds m' 



^My steps, not unreluctant, from the depi 
**OfSHEiiE*sdeligh^lgTores? Reposing 
* WiLtim Haiiiltov of Bm^^ysr. t TMvmutw^ 
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*' No more I hear the busy voice of men 

" Far-toiling o'er the globe — save to the call 

** Of soul-exalting poetry, the ear 

" Of death denies attention. Roused by her, 

•* The genius of sepulchral silence opes 

** His drowsy cells, and yields us to the day. 

" For thee, whose hand, whatever paints the spring, 

*' Or swells on summer's breast, or loads the lap 

" Of autumn, gathers heedful — Thee whose rites 

** 4>t nature's shrine with holy care are paid 

*• Daily and nightly, boughs of brightest green, 

•* And every fairest rose, the god of groves, 

*• The queen of flowers, shall sweeter save f<MP thee. 

•* Yet not if beauty only claim thy lay, 

^* Tunefully trifling. Fair philosophy, 

•* And nature's love, and every moral charm 

*« That leads in sweet captivity the mind 

*« To virtue— ever in thy nearest cares 

*< Be these, and animate thy living page 

^ With truth resistless, beaming from the source 

G 
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"Of perfect light immortal — Vainly boust 

" That golden Broom its sunny robe of flowers: 

" Fair are the suany flowers; but, fading soon 

" And fruitless, yield the forester's regard 

" To the well-loaded Wilding — Shepherd, there 

"Behold the fate of song, and lightly deem 

"Of all but moral beauty" 



"" Not in vain"— 



I hear my Hamilton reply, 

(The torch of fancy In his eye) 

" Tis not in vain,'' I hear him say» 

" That nature paints her works so gay; 

" For, fruitless though that fairy broom, 

" Yet still we love her lavish bloom. 

" Cheered with that bloom, yon desart wild 

" Its native horrors lost, and smiled. 

** And oft we nmrk her golden ray 

*' Along the dark wood scatty i 
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" Of moral uses take the strife; 
" Leave me the elegance of life. 
" Whatever charms the ear or eye, 
" All beauty and all harmony; 
" If sweet sensations these produce, 
" I know they have their moral use. 
^* I know that Nature's charms can move 
" The springs that strike to Virtue's' love.** 
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FABLE XL 



tllE MiSLETOE A HO THE PAftSIOK-FLOW: 

In this dim cave a dmid sleeps. 

Where stops the passing gale to moan; 

The rock he hollowed o'er him weeps. 
And cold dmps wear the fretted »ton€u 





In thifi dim cave, of diflfereot creed, 

A hermit*s holy ashes rest: 
The school-boy finds the tVequeDt bead, 

Which many a formal tnatin blest* 

That truant-time full well I know. 
When here I brought, in stolen hour. 

The Druid's magic Misletoe, 

The holy hermit's Passion-flower. 

The offerings on the mystic stone 
Pensive I laid, in thought profound^ 

When from the cave a deepening groan 
Issued^ and froze me to the ground. 



I hear it still— Dost thou not hear? 

Does not thy haunted fancy start? 
The sound still vibrates through mmemt^ 

The horror rushes on my he? 
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Unlike to living sounds it came. 
Unmixed, unmelodised with breath; 

But, grinding through some scrannel frame. 
Creaked from the bony lungs of death. 

I hear it still — *' Depart," it cries; 

" No tribute bear to shades unblest: 
** Know, here a bloody Druid lies, 

** Who was not nursed at Nature's breast 

•* Associate he with demons dire, 
** O'er human victims held the knife, 

" And pleased to see the babe expire, 
" Smiled grimly o'er its quivering life. 

** Behold his crimson-streaming hand > 

" Erect! — his dark, fixed, murderous eye!** 

In the dim cave I saw him stand; 
And my heart died — ^I felt ifVlie. 
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I see him still — Dost thou not see 
The haggard eye-ball's hollow glare? 

And gleams of wild ferocity 
Dart through the sable shade of hair? 

What meagre form behind him moves. 
With eye that rues th' invading day; 

And wrinkled aspect wan, that provea 
The mind to pale remorse a prey? 

What wretched — Hark — the voice repliea, 
•' Boy, bear these idle honours hence! 

** For, here a guilty hermit lies, 
" Untrue to Nature, Virtue, Sense. 

" Though Nature lent him powers to aid 
" The moral cause, the mutual weal; 

*^ Those powers he sunk in this dim shade, 
*' The desperate suicide of zeaL 
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" Go, teach the drone of saintly haunts, 
" Whose cell's the sepulchre of time; 

•* Though many a holy hymn he chaunts, 
*' His life is one continued crime. 



And bear them hence, the plant, the flower; 
** No symbols those of systems vain! 
' They have the duties of their hour; 
*^ Some bird, some insect to sustain.'* 
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